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CRAWFORD   BURTON, 

gentleman  rider,  twice  win- 
ner of  the  Maryland  Hunt 
Cup,  dean  of  the  strenuous 
sport  of  steeplechase  riding 
..  .a Camel  smoker.  Everyone 
is  subject  to  strain.  Hence 
the  importance  to  people  in 
every  walk  of  life  of  what 
Mr.  Burton  says  below  about 
Camels. 
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GET  A 

LIFT 


^m  WITH   A 

AM  EL! 
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HAVE    YOU     TRIED     THIS      ENJOYABLE 
WAY     OF     HEIGHTENING     ENERGY? 


COLLEGE  STUDENT.  "\\  hen  men 
tal  fatigue  sets  in,"  says  John 
Birgel,  "I  just  smoke  another 
Camel  and  soon  have  the  en- 
ergy to  concentrate  again." 


As  this  magazine  goes  to  press, 
reports  pour  in  from  all  parts 
of  the  country...  showing  that 
thousands  of  smokers  are  turn- 
ing to  Camels. ..and  that  they 
do  "get  a  lift  with  a  Camel." 

Here's  a  typical  experience. 
Mr.  Crawford  Burton,  the  fa- 
mous American  steeplechase 
rider,  is  speaking: 

"Whether  I'm  tired  from 
riding  a  hard  race  or  from  the 
pressure  and  tension  of  a 
crowded  business  day,  I  feel 
refreshed  and  restored  just  as 
soon  as  Iget  a  chance  to  smoke 
a  Camel.   So  I'm  a  pretty  in- 


cessant smoker,  not  only  be- 
cause Camels  give  me  a  "lift' 
in  energy,  but  because  they 
taste  so  good!  And  never  yet 
haveCamels  upset  my  nerves." 

You  have  heard  the  expe- 
rience of  others.  Science  tells 
us  that  Camel's  "energizing 
effect"  has  been  fully  con- 
firmed. 

So  try  Camels  yourself.  You 
can  smoke  as  many  as  you  like. 
For  Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS.  They  never 
taste  flat... never  get  on  your 
nerves. 


ALL  TOBACCO 
MEN  KNO'W: 
"Camels  are  made 
from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBAC- 
COS —  Turkish  and 
Domestic — than  any 
other  papula  r  brand. " 


REX  BEACH,  famous  sportsman, 
says:  "When  I've  gotten  a  big 
game  fish  landed  I  light  a 
Camel,  and  feel  as  good  as  new." 


Camels  costlier  Tobaccos 
never  sfet  on  vour  Nerves 
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The  Parrot  Squawks/ 


Beat  ^iicftigan! 


•  Beat  Michigan!  For  several  years  this  has  been  the  watchword  of  the  Big  Ten. 
Michigan  has  been  at  the  top  in  football  for  a  longer  time  than  most  of  our  under- 
graduates can  remember,  and  other  mid-western  schools  have  been  yearning  for  the 
day  when  the  prayer  "Beat  Michigan!"  would  be  answered. 

•  November  24,  1934,  will  find  two  of  football's  former  greats  battling,  not  for 
the  seat  at  the  top  of  the  heap,  but  for  a  perch  just  a  little  farther  from  the  bottom 
than  they  stand  today.  Northwestern  and  Michigan  have  both  seen  better  days  in 
football,  but  these  two  teams,  each  of  which  has  been  the  underdog  in  its  games 
through  the  season,  will  go  out  on  the  field  on  that  Saturday  and  battle  like  the 
champions  they  once  were. 

•  Latest  reports  from  Ann  Arbor  tell  that  the  student  body  there  is  in  back  of 
the  team  100%,  and  the  improved  showing  in  recent  games  seems  to  carry  out  the 
Parrot's  contention  that  with  the  support  of  its  followers  a  college  team  will  play 
better  in  spite  of  itself.  We  have  already  stated  that  the  Michigan  team  has  had  a 
generally  poor  season.  However,  the  students  have  supported  the  team  since  the 
beginning  of  the  season  and  have  not  lost  faith  in  their  team's  potentialities. 

•  It  is  disappointing  to  note  that  when  one  of  the  members  of  the  Intramural 
Athletic  department  was  asked  why  he  in  tended  to  hold  one  of  the  outstanding 
intramural  events  of  the  year  on  the  day  of  the  Michigan  game,  he  replied  that 
nobody  would  go  to  the  game  anyway,  considering  the  record  of  the  team.  Obvi- 
ously, this  is  not  the  stand  for  anyone  connected  with  the  university  to  take, 
especially  an  "N"  man  and  former  football  luminary.  It  is  up  to  the  campus  to 
prove  that  he  was  wrong  and  that  that  vague  will-o-the-wisp.  school  spirit,  still 
prevails  at  Northwestern. 

•  This  is  not  a  railroad  advertisement,  nor  is  it  sponsored  by  the  University  of 
Michigan  Ticket  Manager.  Nevertheless,  we  feel  that  any  student  who  can  possibly 
see  his  way  clear  to  going  to  Ann  Arbor  for  the  game  should  not  hesitate  to  shell  out 
the  necessary  shekels.  Special  trains  will  be  run  to  and  from  the  game  and  a  holiday 
spirit  will  prevail.  The  Northwestern  Band  will  make  its  first  trip  in  two  years  to 
play  at  the  game.     Be  there  to  see  the  Wildcats  beat  Michigan! 

George  Heinemann 


Castecf  Shado\ys 

•  Next  month  the  PARROT  turns  social  again  with  a  glittering  Christmas  Charity 
Ball  Issue  .  .  .  We  hope  to  have  another  center  spread  in  color  of  the  Big  Ten  Charity 
Ball  Beauty  Queens  ...  an  additional  feature  "Presenting  Publications  People"  .  .  . 
An  article  by  the  Rev.  Ernest  Fremont  Tittle  .  .  .  and  many  more  features,  fashions, 
sports,   and  short  stories.      Watch  for  it! 
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Back- Cage  With  the  Editor 


Anthnjetic 

•  Recently,  the  PARROT  has  been  deluged  with  criticism  of  its  art  department 
policy.  A  number  of  students  have  asked  why  we  have  had  no  art  work  done  by  our 
own  staff.  Well,  until  our  local  advertising  increases,  our  budget  will  not  permit 
the  additional  cost  of  engravings.  That  means  we  must  prove  to  the  Evanston  adver- 
tisers that  "Purple  Parrot  advertisements  get  results!"  And  the  only  way  in 
which  this  can  be  done  is  to  have  every  PARROT  subscriber,  the  next  time  he  visits 
the  shop  of  a  PARROT  advertiser,  remember  to  simply  say  to  that  merchant,  even 
though   a   purchase   is   not   made.    "I   saw   your  ad  in  the  Parrot!" 

•  Simple  mathematics  shows  us  that  the  size  and  quality  of  the  magazine  you 
receive  is  proportional  to  the  amount  of  local  advertising  we  print.  Similarly,  the 
amount  of  local  advertising  we  print  is  in  proportion  to  the  attitude  of  the  students 
toward  the  advertisers.  It  is  easy  enough  to  patronize  the  local  advertisers  and  to 
tell  them  that  you  "saw  it  in  the  PARROT." 

•  If  it's  a  large  magazine  you  want,  you  do  your  part  and  watch  us  assume  the 
proportions  of  another  Esquire.  Patronize  the  PARROT  advertisers  and  TELL 
him  how  you  happened  to  come  to  him  instead  of  going  to  Joe  Brown  down  the 
street,  who  doesn't  advertise  in  the  PARROT. 

•  If  it's  quality  you  want,  you  do  your  part  and  watch  us  embellish  Polly's 
pages  with  better-looking  original  cuts  and  more  of  them.  Simply  say.  the  next 
time    you    patronize    a   PARROT   advertiser,  "I  saw  it  in  the  PARROT." 

Congratufetions 

•  The  Parrot  congratulates  the  campus.  More  specifically,  the  PARROT  con- 
gratulates the  four  hundred  subscribers  who  had  to  wait  for  their  PARROTS  long 
after  the  rest  of  the  campus  had  relegated  their  copies  to  the  shelf  under  the  table. 
We  congratulate  them  on  their  patience  and  on  the  unquestioning  manner  in  which 
they  accepted  our  reason  for  the  delay.  They  saw  clearly  that  it  was  not  the  fault  of 
the  Parrot  staff  that  the  eastern  concern  that  prints  the  covers  saw  fit  to  send  only 
1,500  copies  instead  of  the  ordered  2,000. 

•  For  their  steadfastness,  the  business  management  has  arranged  to  provide  each  of 
the  disappointed  subscribers  with  a  gift,  consisting  of  a  regular  subscription  to 
Life,  another  good  magazine.  As  this  would  have  ordinarily  cost  them  twenty- 
five  cents  in  addition  to  their  PARROT  subscription,  their  school  spirit  has  begun  to 
pay  dividends. 

•  Northwestern  now  has  its  select  "four  hundred" — not  social  luminaries,  as  in 
the  Newport  sense — but  four  hundred  loyal  students  who.  we  hope,  have  had  their 
loyalty  strengthened  through  the  PARROT. 
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One    Hour    Late 

BY  PEG  CURLEY 

It  might  have  happened  to 
you,  this  flaming  football 
romance  that  will  set  your 
pulses  crashing  like  a  full- 
back cracking  the  line. 

ILLUSTRATED   BY  C.  H.  NATHAN 


•  FICTION  • 


W_y  ITTING  in  the  midst  of  her 
fellow  sorority  pledges,  Vee  Fuller 
snuggled  farther  down  in  her  bushy 
fur  coat.  A  light  snow  flurried  now 
and  then,  the  sun  was  trying  to  put 
forth  its  warming  rays,  but  a  sting- 
ing wind  swept  across  the  stadium 
wafting  the  echoes  of  enthusiasm 
far  to  the  south.  The  game  had 
been  spectacular  only  in  spots  dur- 
ing the  first  half,  but  now  a  seventy- 
three  yard  run  had  fired  both  the 
team  and  stand  into  action.  As  it 
was  the  opening  game,  and  not  an 
important  meet.  Coach  Thompson 
had  substituted  several  times.  One 
of  these  substitutes  had  done  the 
traditional,  and  a  roaring  crowd  had 
watched  Buz  Kramer  swoop  across 
the  goal  line  after  that  unbeliev- 
able interception.  Three  minutes 
later,  the  same  crowd  watched  Buz 
leave  the  field  with  a  wrenched  arm, 
and  start  for  the  showers. 

"Bette,  where  did  you  park  the 
car  after  you  let  us  out  at  the  gate?" 
Vee  mumbled  between  chattering 
teeth. 

"Buzz  swooped   across   the 
goal  line " 


"East  lot.  Down  near  the  end. 
You're  going  back  with  us  aren't 
you?" 

"Of  course.  Want  to  get  a  hot- 
dog  and  a  cup  of  coffee  with  me? 
"Well,  o.  k..  I'll  meet  you  at  the  car. 
I'm  simply  frozen.  and  half 
starved." 

Five  minutes  later  Vee  clenched 
a  crushed,  mustard-smeared  sand- 
wich, and  jiggled  her  way  out  of 
the  mass  with  a  slowly  wilting 
paper-cup  of  coffee.  She  gulped  it 
quickly  and  started  hesitatingly  to- 
ward the  "east  lot." 

"Pardon  me"  "I'm  so  sorry." 
"Why  don't  you  watch  where 
you're  going?"  came  the  various 
retorts  as  she  held  to  her  hat  and 
made  slow  progress  out  of  the  sta- 
dium. 

The  car  lot  swarmed  with  people 
all  pushing — yelling  at  attendants. 
Catching  sight  of  the  familiar  gray 
roadster  she  was  surprised  to  see 
that  the  rest  of  the  girls  were  not 
there,  but  decided  that  they,  too. 
had  been  delayed  in  the  crowd.  Ab- 
sorbed in  the  football  program  con- 
cerning the  physical  aspects  of  the 
players,  she  did  not  notice  that  the 
cars  were  gradually  thinning  out 
and  that  a  half-hour  had  passed. 

"I  beg  your  pardon."  came  from 
behind. 

A  tall  curly  headed  blonde  ap- 
peared at  the  side  of  the  car.  calmly 
opened  the  door  and  got  in. 

"I  beg  yours,"  Vee  retorted.  "I'm 
waiting  for  some  people  here." 

"Well  that's  too  bad.  because 
I'm  going  home.  But  can  I  help 
you  find  them?" 

"Thanks.     They'll  be  here  short- 
ly, "   and  returned  to  the  program. 
"Then  you  must  have  gotten  the 
wrong  boat.     This  is  mine." 


For  a  moment  Vee  thought  of 
getting  angry,  pulling  a  quick  re- 
tort, acting  nonchalant,  but  before 
she  could  bring  any  of  these  into 
action,  the  tall  blonde  had  inserted 
a  key  in  the  ignition  lock,  and  had 
started  the  car. 

"Oh — I  guess  I  shall  have  to  beg 
your  pardon  in  earnest.  I,  well — 
I  didn't  realize  that  I'd  made  the 
error," 

"That's  all  right,"  smiling.  ""May 
I  take  you  somewhere?"^ 

A  futile  look  revealed  that  all  the 
other  cars  had  gone.  The  only 
things  left  in  which  to  harbor  her- 
self were  the  University  Band 
truck,  and  a  sporting  equipment  de- 
livery  car. 

A  moment  of  hesitation,  then. 
"Yes.  you  may.  if  you'll  be  so 
kind." 

"Then  I'm  afraid  that  you'll 
have  to  drive,  You  see  ...  ."  hold- 
ing up  a  bandaged  arm. 

Vee  gasped.  "Then  you're  ..." 

""Buz  Kramer,  yes."  curtly. 

""I'm  Vee  Fuller."  and  flushing. 
Vee   gasped.   "Then   you're ?" 
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she  exchanged  seats  and  hurriedly 
drove  back  to  the  campus.  Stopping 
in  front  of  her  own  sorority  house, 
she  muttered,  "Well,  thank  you  a 
lot.  I'm  really  sorry  that  this  hap- 
pened. I  assure  you  that  it  was 
all  a  mistake  .  .  .  ,"  in  her  most 
polite  tones. 

"Ah,  forget  it.  And  by  the  way, 
thank   you  for  helping  me." 

Vee  didn't  know  whether  to 
smile  or  not.  The  result  of  her 
indecision  was  comical,  and  she 
turned  and  half  ran  into  the  house. 

"Sisters  "  clamored  at  the  door. 
"Didn't  know  that  you  knew 
him!"  "So  that's  what  you  waited 
for  .  .  .  "  "When  did  all  this  hap- 
pen?" 

Vee  gave  them  one  smothering 
glance,  and  nothing  more  was  ever 
said. 

• 

Twenty-five  gym  clad  girls 
dashed  across  the  athletic  field  carry- 
ing hockey  sticks.  Exciting  yells, 
and  the  shrill  of  the  referee's 
whistle  filled  the  air.  Several  groups 
of  men  coming  back  from  various 
practices  stopped  for  a  minute  to 
chuckle  at  the  antics  of  the  fairer 
sex  swinging  and  clicking  their 
sticks.  The  tall  blonde  was  there 
with  the  rest  of  the  football  squad. 

"Hey,  Fuller,  get  on  that  ball!" 
"Why  didn't  you  stop  that?"  "Sub- 
stitute Hanson   for  Fuller." 

Vee  heard  this  vaguely  and  started 
toward  the  sideline.  From  her  posi- 
tion at  the  goal  post  to  the  "bench" 
seemed  blocks.  Buz  was  leaning 
on  the  fence  laughing.  Soon  the 
laughter  increased  along  the  line  as 
though  some  infection  had  spread 
on  a  minute's  notice.  Suddenly 
aware  that  the  attention  was  cen- 
tered in  her  direction,  Vee  looked 
down  and  saw  one  loose  leg  of  her 
gym  suit  dangling  pathetically  be- 
low her  knee.  Being  sent  from  the 
game — and  this — before  him.  was 
too  much.  She  choked  and  ran  to 
the  gym. 

• 

The  next  Wednesday  afternoon, 
thirty-five  whistling,  wise-cracking 
gridsters  were  returning  from  the 
showers.  Football  practice  uniforms 
were  sprawled  on  benches:  Coach 
Thompson  and  Karl,  the  trainer 
were  standing  perturbed  by  a  half 
open  locker. 


"I  want  everyone  here  a  minute 
when  you're  through." 

"You  ought  to  have  realized  be- 
fore this  that  clever  passes,  well 
timed  punts,  and  smoothly  coordi- 
nated plays  are  pretty  important 
and  can  go  a  long  way.  But  that's 
not  everything  that  goes  to  make 
up  a  winning  team.  There's  lots 
of  things  to  be  added  to  that  list, 
and  among  them  is  stamina!  With- 
out that — well,  you're  sunk.  A 
few  of  you  have  not  been  living  up 
to  sleeping  and  diet  rules.  This  I 
know  by  rumor  only:  I  do  not 
want  the  opportunity  of  having 
those  rumors  confirmed.  That's 
all.   see   you   tomorrow." 

Kramer  dropped  several  of  his 
teammates  at  their  respective  fra- 
ternity houses  and  tore  up  the  drive- 
way to  his  own.  Slamminc?  the 
car  door,  the  house  door,  and  finally 
his  room  door,  he  flopped  into  a 
huge  squashy  arm  chair,  reached  for 
the  'phone  and  dialed  the  Alpha 
Tbeti  Sigma  house. 

"May  I  speak  to  Miss  Vee  Ful- 
ler, please." 


Three  hours  later,  "Miss  Vee 
Fuller"  and  Buz  Kramer  were  driv- 
ing north  in  his  gray  roadster. 

"There's  a  swell  little  club  out 
here  on  Mapleton  Boulevard.  Like 
to  stop  in  a  while?" 

"Why.  yes,  I  guess  so.  That  is. 
if's  all  right  with   you." 

"What's  the  matter,  kid?  Chick- 
en? Or  can't  you  make  up  your 
own  mind?" 

Vee  couldn't  see  that  in  the  dark 
he  was  laughing  softly  to  himself. 
He  continued.  "You  also  seem  to 
have  difficulty  in  picking  out  cars, 
and  with  your — er — gym  outfits. 
Other  than  that — you're  o.  k." 

"You  seem  to  have  forgotten  the 
time  I  broke  the  heel  off  my  shoe 
falling  down  the  libe  steps,"  she  re- 
torted sarcastically.  "Or  when  I 
bumped  into  the  Econ.  prof  running 
to  an  eight  o'clock.  Or  when  ..." 

"Oh  now  wait  a  minute,"  Bus 
interrupted.  "I  didn't  mean  to  start 
a  tirade  like  that.  I  was  being 
slightly  facetious." 

For  the  rest  of  the  evening  when 
sipping  Bicardi's  or  Tom  Collins', 
or  when  dancing  to  the  lively  tunes 
pounded  out  by  a  four-piece  band. 


Buz  was  especially  nice,  not  atten- 
tive Vee  noticed,  but  just  nice.  She 
liked  him. 

"Better  be  starting  back  soon," 
Buz   observed. 

"That  IS  an  idea.  Why,  Buz,  I 
didn't  think  of  it  until  now — 
aren't  you  in  training?  And  this  is 
a  week  night,  too?" 

"Um,  well,  the  ol'  man  will 
never  know.  An'  besides  it's  a 
week  and  a  half  until  the  next 
game.      Open  date  next  Saturday." 

She  thought  he  looked  rather 
sheepish  even  then.  She  looked  at 
her  tiny  slender  watch  and  gasped. 
"Buz — we've  got  to  get  out — now. 
It's  ten  after  eleven.  I'm  forty 
minutes  late  myself.  It'll  be  eleven- 
thirty  before  we  can  get  back. 

"Migawd,  kid,  I'm  terribly  sorry. 
They  won't  say  anything  to  ya'. 
It  won't  make  an  awful  lot  of  dif- 
ference will  it?" 

Vee  busied  herself  with  her  coat. 

'"Will   it?"   he  repeated. 

""Oh — why  er — no.  No,  not  at 
all." 

"Funny  little  tyke,"  Buz 
thought. 


Several  days  passed.  Buz  had 
intended  calling  to  see  how  she 
made  out.  The  Alpha  Thet  'phone 
had  been  busy  twice  and  he'd  been 
awfully  rushed  himself.  Oh  well, 
she'd  understand.  Cute  little  kid: 
pretty  brown  eyes,  odd  rosy  little 
mouth,  nice  figure.  Kind'a  helpless 
tho'.  Couldn't  imagine  her  hand- 
ling  a  critical   sitaution. 

Buz  played  just  eight  minutes  in 
the  next  game.  As  he  slowly, 
wearily,  reluctantly  came  off  the 
field,  he  thought  of  Vee  being  taken 
out  of  the  hockey  game.  Must  re- 
member to  call  her  sometime.  Nice 
kid. 

He  dropped  heavily  to  the  bench. 

"Can't  take  it.  Kramer?" 

"Why  yes.  Coach.  I — that  is — I 
jus'  felt  kinda'  funny — ." 

"Oh — I  get  it." 

Silly,    that.       Thompson    didn't 
know.     He  couldn't  have  known. 
• 

Thursday  morning  Francis  Por- 
ter and  Bette  Haynes,  Vee's  room- 
mate, walked  out  of  class  with  a 
sigh  of  relief.  That  quiz  had  been 
terrifying. 

{Continued  on  Next  Page) 
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''She's  been  bounced!" 

"Hey,  Bette.  Can  I  see  you  a 
moment.  Where  on  earth  is  Vee? 
I've  called  her  four  times;  she 
hasn't  been  around  on  campus  has 
she?" 

"Oh,  'lo  Buz.  Why  no,  Vee 
hasn't."  Then  with  an  air  of  mys- 
tery. "Surely  you  know  about  her." 

"Know  about  her.  For  heavens' 
sake,   what  d'   ya'   mean?" 

"Well — cutting  all  details,  she's 
been  kicked  out,  expelled,  bounced, 
and  other  words  to  that  effect.  She 
came  in  one  hour  late  about  two 
weeks  ago.  When  she  went  up  be- 
fore 'Judiciary'  she  wouldn't  tell 
where  she  been  nor  with  whom. 
Crazy  I  thought:  but  she  said 
something  about  getting  someone 
really  important  in  trouble.  She's 
had  two  minor  oifenses  before,  so 
she's  out  till  next  semester." 

"Oh — Oh  God.  That's  —  why, 
you  don't  mean  they'd  do  a  thing 
like   that." 

"Sure  do.  Say,  young  man.  I've 
got  a  class  miles  from  here  next 
hour.     Be  seein'  ya'." 

"Well — hey — ,"  But  Bette  was 
gone. 

"Have  you  gone  out  of  your 
head,  Bette  Haynes?  You  know 
that  isn't  true,  ya'  nut!" 

"No,  Fran,  it  isn't.  Vee  just  went 
home  to  nurse  a  bad  case  of  the 
'flu'.  But — she  was  with  Buz  that 
night.  Thought  I'd  give  him  some- 
thing to  think  about  anyway — and 
stir  up  a  little  excitement  for  Vee. 
Let's  hurry — it's  late  now." 

Late  the  following  afternoon  a 
gray  roadster  was  parked   in  front 
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of  the  Fuller  home,  forty  miles 
from  school. 

Two  dozen  lovely  roses  stood  in 
a  vase  beside  Vee's  bed. 

"I  hope  your  mother  didn't  think 
I  was  goofy  when  I  called  last  night, 
Vee.  But  that  darn  roommate  of 
yours  sure  gave  me  a  scare." 

"That  was  funny.  You  almost 
had  me  worried  for  a  minute.  But, 
Buz.  it  was  really  just  swell  of 
you  to  come. 

"My  pleasure.  But  I  came  to 
tell  you  something,  as  well  as  to 
see  you.  Yo'  see,  I've  never  paid 
much  attention  to  rules  or  conven- 
tions before.  Kinda  unsettled.  Oh 
well,  we'll  just  skip  that.  But  I'd 
like  to  forget  that  and  start  doing 
things  right.  That  is,  if  you'll  help 
me.      Trainer  idea,  yo'  know." 

A  sweet  smile.  Then,  "O.  K.  Mr. 
Half-back  Kramer.  Number  one — 
although  against  Trainer's  wishes — 
you  start  back  to  school  pronto. 
Because,  'Early  to  bed  .  .  .  ',  and 
there's  a  game  tomorrow.  Number 
two — Put  the  top  up  before  you 
start  back.  It's  so  easy  to  catch 
cold!"  « 

"Station  K.P.X.  bringing  you  the 
music  of  Eddie's  Ramblers  playing 
for  the  big  football  dance.  A  great 
game  today,  folks.  But  we  have 
one  disappointment  for  you.  Until 
about  an  hour  ago,  we  thought  we 
were  going  to  have  Buz  Kramer, 
who  starred  in  today's  game,  say 
a  few  words  to  the  radio  audience. 
Buz  wouldn't  confide  his  plans,  but 
said  he  had  business  elsewhere — 
with  his  trainer,  but  Karl  just 
came  in — sounds  fishy  to  us." 

A  gray  roadster  was  parked  in 
front  of  the  Fuller  home.  Inside  two 
people  were  enjoying  a  radio  pro- 
gram. 
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If  I  Were  President! 

By  Frances  Armstrong 

What  would  YOU  do  if  you  were  President? 
Wonders,  no  doubt!  Listen,  brother,  it's  easy  enough 
to  knock  the  President's  policies,  to  froth  about  his 
mistakes  —  especially  if  those  "mistakes"  grate 
against  the  Republican  policy  of  "sound  business" 
that  plunged  us  into  the  mire  of  '29!  Sure,  that's 
easy  enough!  Any  skeptic  can  do  that  —  which 
doubtless  explains  why  the  New  Deal  has  been  so 
violently  attacked  and  criticized  by  so  many  people 
of  the  type  that  swallow  everything  printed  by  some 
of  the  world's  most  biased  newspapers. 

We  advocate  honest  criticism  by  Qualified  spe- 
cialists. And  as  such,  we  ask  you  to  read  what  each 
of  these  N.  U.  professors  has  to  say  both  for  and 
against  the  N.  R.  A. 

Read  it — quit  YOUR  squawking,  and  give  the 
President  a  chatice  to  do  his  stuff. 


Prof.  James  \V.  Bell.  Economics. 
Commerce  Department 

THERE  are  some  aspects  of 
the  N.  R.  A.  which  violate 
the  fundamental  principles  of 
economics.  My  main  criticism  is 
that  it  benefits  one  class  over  the 
general  social  order.  No  progress 
can  be  made  that  way.  so,  the 
quicker  such  practices  stop,  the  bet- 
ter. 

Why  destroy  pigs  and  cotton 
when  millions  of  people  are  poor 
and  starving?  Destruction  of  eco- 
nomic goods  will  never  be  a  solu- 
tion of  the  problem.  In  fact,  there 
is  a  great  deal  tougher  economic  nut 
to  crack  when  goods  are  destroyed 
than  when  they  are  preserved.  What 
we  want  is  more  production — not 
less.  More  production  and  adequate 
methods   of   distribution. 

Production  is  being  hit  adversely 
by  the  "make  work"  fallacy.  The 
instigators  of  this  fallacy  go  on  the 
assumption  that  if  they  lower  the 
number  of  working  hours  they  will 
thus  increase  the  amount  of  work 
to  be  done.  The  President  may  be 
justified  in  using  it  as  a  temporary 
relief  for  unemployment  but  the 
trouble  is  that  it  is  becoming  too 
permanent.  Artificial  stimulation 
of  employment  can  never  be  a  firm, 
basis  for  prosperity. 

In  regard  to  the  labor  unions  I 
believe  that  they  are  only  making 
future   trouble   for   themselves.      In 
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demanding  higher  wages  they  arc 
increasing  labor  expenses  and  de- 
feating their  own  ends.  Their 
attempts  are  detrimental  to  society 
as  a  whole. 

I  heartily  agree  with  the  end  the 
President  has  in  mind  but  I  don't 
altogether  agree  with  his  methods. 
We  cannot  reach  prosperity  by  re- 
ducing the  wealth  of  the  country. 
Material  wealth  is  measured  in  pos- 
sessions. The  destruction  of  corn 
crops  seems  a  strange  way  of  in- 
creasing that  wealth.  We  can  never 
get  higher  wages  by  reducing  work- 
ing hours  because  production  makes 
wages.  This  is,  the  greater  the  de- 
mand, the  higher  the  output,  there- 
fore the  higher  the  wages,  and  the 
greater  the  demand. 


The  only  justification  of  many 
of  the  President's  drastic  measures 
is  emergency.  If  we  could  only  be 
sure  that  many  of  these  measures 
were  merely  emergency  relief  we 
could  accept  them  more  tranquilly. 
Let  us  hope  that  these  violations  of 
economic  principles  will  prove  to 
be  exactly  what  they  were  meant 
for — temporary  relief  from  an  acute 
situation. 

e 

Prof.  E.  H.  Hahne.  Economics. 

T  HEARTILY  approve  of  the 
JL  President's  attempts  to  eliminate 
child  labor,  an  evil  too  long  ap- 
parent in  our  industrial  life.  The 
policy  of  setting  a  minimum  wage 
is  a  good  idea.  The  attempts  to 
wipe  out  cutthroat  competition  are 
moving  in  the  right  direction  even 
if  not  a  complete  success. 

All  industry  is  affected  by  public 
interest.  Therefore  I  am  glad  the 
government  stepped  in  when  it  did. 
Things  would  probably  have  be- 
come much  worse  if  it  hadn't. 
However,  industry  should  be  given 
more  power  to  govern  itself  and 
thus  avoid  the  necessity  of  govern- 
ment interference. 

Government  legislation  is  becom- 
ing, it  seems  to  me.  rather  too  high- 
handed and  far-reaching  in  its 
scope.  It  should  not  try  to  legistate 
on  all  kinds  of  business  activity  as 
it  seems  to  be  doing.  Many  prob- 
lems are  the  business  of  the  industry 
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alone.  As  such  they  come  com- 
pletely within  the  jurisdiction  of 
the  industry  heads. 

I  do  not  believe  in  economic 
planning  to  the  extent  that  certain 
of  the  New  Dealers  want  to  carry 
it.  Along  certain  lines  economic 
planning  is  not  only  desirable  but 
necessary.  It  should  however,  be 
approached  with  caution  and  with 
due  consideration  of  the  problems 
involved. 

The  codes  are  a  permanent  result 
of  the  N.  R.  A.  and,  by  and  large. 
I  think  they  are  satisfactory.  They 
have  made  mistakes,  but  they  have 
satisfied  a  basic  need  in  our  indus- 
trial control  facilities. 

The  N.  R.  A.  is  quite  definitely 
an  experiment.  Never  before  in 
the  history  of  nations  has  anything 
like  it  been  tried.  The  most  aston- 
ishing thing  is  that  these  emergency 
measures  are  being  done  in  times 
of  peace.  But  unlike  emergency  war 
measures  they  are  planned  with  an 
eye  to  future  prosperity.  Every  ex- 
periment must  go  through  the  trial 
and  error  stage.  The  N.  R.  A.  is 
in  this  stage  now.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  good  that  must  be  pre- 
served, and  an  equal  amount  of  bad 
which  must  go.  The  President  is 
occupied  with  this  process  of  elim- 
ination now,  and  the  future  looks 
promising.  ^ 

Mr.   Leon  A.   Bosch,  Business 
Organization.   Commerce 

T'HE  net  effect  of  the  N.  R.  A. 
is  minimized  in  the  marketing 
scheme  with  possible  gains  in  the 
elimination  of  certain  competitive 
practices.  But  it  is  a  question 
whether  the  gains  in  this  are  worth' 
the  actual  dollars  and  cents.  There 
are  also  some  rather  intangible,  yet 
not  to  be  overlooked  disadvantages, 
for  instance,  in  regard  to  personal 
liberty. 

In  regard  to  industry,  the  at- 
tempts to  eliminate  child  labor  are 
a  real  gain,  as  are  the  attempts  to 
better  working  conditions.  But  the 
efforts  at  fixation  of  production  and 
prices  are  misdirected  because  the 
short  time  they  have  had  has  not 
enabled  them  to  differentiate  in  the 
regimentation  of  industry.  Individ- 
ual producers  have  not  been  given 
programs  coinciding  with  their  par- 
ticular needs. 

My  general  criticism  of  the 
methods    of    improving    marketing 


is  that  the  efforts  are  picayunish. 
For  instance,  the  efforts  to  regulate 
claims  in  advertising  products. 
There  is  too  much  elaboration  of 
restriction  on  details  which  even  if 
important  should  probably  remain 
at  the  discretion  of  the  individual 
business  man. 

There  seems  to  be  a  confusion 
between  emergency  relief  endeavors 
and  permanent  forms  of  industrial 
control  which  make  the  issues 
clouded  at  times.  On  the  whole, 
however,  there  is  evidence  that  the 
administration  has  departed  from 
the  idea  of  only  temporary  meas- 
ures. The  attitude  of  the  present 
administration,  definitely  supported 
in  all  parts  of  the  country,  reflects 
the  idea  that  the  old  order  must  be 
permanently  changed  with  a  view 
toward  greater  social  welfare.  The 
thesis  of  greater  social  welfare  is 
granted  by  all.  It  is  only  a  ques- 
tion of  methods.  I  doubt  if  the 
present  administration  itself  is  sure 
what  the  method  will  be  or  to  what 
extent  it  is  necessary  and  desirable 
to  enter  into  regulation  of  produc- 
tion and  marketing.  However,  as 
a  general  statement  the  American 
spirit  expressed  in  the  competitive 
system  in  as  large  an  industrial  and 
commercial  structure  as  America 
will  not  permit  planned  control  in 
detail  by  a  government  agency. 
Some  kind  of  industrial  regulation 
will  be  retained  but  it  is  a  question 
whether  the  government  or  the  in- 
dustries themselves  will  do  it.  Many 
efforts  of  the  N.  R.  A.  to  stop  un- 
derhand practices  can  be  traced  to 
joint  actions  of  industry  and  gov- 
ernment in  the  formation  of  codes 
under  the  direction  of  the  Trade 
Practice  Conference  of  the  Federal 
Trade  Commission. 

Regarding  the  formation  and 
regulation  of  codes  the  issue  to  be 
decided  in  the  future  will  be  whether 
the  government  is  to  be  the  forma- 
tion and  enforcement  body  or 
whether  the  same  objectives  will  be 
realized  by  voluntary  individual 
effort !  9 

Prof.  Arthur  J.  Todd, 
Sociology,  History  Dept. 

NO  MATTER  what  the  results, 
the  N.  R.  A.  has  undoubtedly 
accomplished  a  vast  amount  during 
its  short  life.  What  its  destination, 
what  the  effects  of  its  whirlwind 
activities  will  be  is  still  debatable. 


The  Roosevelt  plan  for  recovery 
must  eventually  be  judged  by  what 
it   can   contribute   to   social    values. 

From  a  critical  viewpoint  one  of 
my  main  objections  to  this  experi- 
ment in  government  is  the  vague- 
ness which  characterizes  all  replies 
to  questions  on  future  plans  of  the 
National  Recovery  program.  Does 
this  come  from  a  reticence  about 
divulging  the  plans  or  from  an  in- 
ability to  say  what  they  do  not  yet 
know  themselves?  The  American 
public  would  like,  peculiarly 
enough,  to  know  where  it  is  going. 

So  far  the  New  Deal  has  not 
made  any  very  significant  contribu- 
tions to  the  re-education  of  workers 
displaced  by  such  causes  as  improve- 
ment of  machinery,  disappearance 
of  an  old  industrial  process  or  the 
like.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  before 
this  great  experiment  is  over  this 
problem  will  receive  the  considera- 
tion it  is  due. 

Another  criticism  of  the  N.  R.  A. 
is  this.  One  of  the  greatest  gaps 
and  perhaps  one  of  the  chief  indica- 
tions that  the  New  Deal  is  essential- 
ly true  to  American  individualistic 
attitudes  and  behavior,  is  the  omis- 
sion of  all  reference  to  the  coopera- 
tive movement  as  one  way  out  of 
our  difficulties.  Most  of  the  ma- 
chinery so  far,  for  the  protection  of 
the  consumer,  has  been  utterly  in- 
adequate. The  general  attitude  in 
Washington  seems  to  be  that  the 
Government  itself  is  all  the  protec- 
tion that  the  consumer  needs,  but 
this  sounds  strikingly  like  a  mis- 
placed sense  of  humor. 

With  every  sympathy  for  the 
administration's  drive  to  rebuild 
morale,  we  cannot  overlook  the 
fact  that  frequently  there  has  been 
wishful  thinking.  For  instance  in 
regard  to  the  claims  made  about 
the  large  number  of  unemployed  put 
back  to  work.  The  public  would 
prefer  the  actual  facts. 

There  are  other  dangers  in  the 
recovery  program.  At  the  top  of 
the  list  we  should  place  the  danger 
of  permanent  regimentation  by 
high  swollen  bureaucracies  such  as 
some  European  countries  seem  to  be 
suffering  under.  Other  dangers  lie 
in  the  enormous  expenditures  de- 
fended by   the  powers  that  be. 

Do  resulting  social  values  justify 
all  this? 

The  End. 
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AFTER  THE  BRAWL 
WAS  O'ER 
Lingerie,  silver  slippers  far  flung, 
Sparkling  earrings,  a  necklace  tossed 
In  a  tanny-cream  velvet  box. 
A   frothy   bit   of   lace — a   crumpled 

gown. 
The  mid-morning  sun  smiling  wan- 

ly 

On  the  flushed  happy  face  of  a  girl 
asleep. 

*      *      * 

Studs     scattered,     a     watch     chain 

dangling, 
Over   a  chair  back,   the  once  stiffly 

correct  white  front — 
Now  wilted. 
On    the    dresser,    a    crinkled    tie;    a 

tiny  trail 
Of  lipstick  decorating  the  end. 
Dull  crushed  patents  lying  sprawled. 
—Peg 

NEWS  ITEM 

Seaford. — Mrs.  Julia  J.  Brown, 
aged  83,  celebrated  her  birthday  an- 
niversary at  the  home  of  her  grand- 
mother, Mrs.  E.  T.  Ellis,  West 
Seaford.  Despite  her  advanced 
years,  Mrs.  Brown  is  still  active 
and   enjoying   good   health. 

— Philadelphia  Inquirer 

And  so,  we  trust,  is  her  old  lady. 

9 

L'ENVOI 
My   childhood   days    were   watched 

with  care. 
I    brushed    my    teeth    and    combed 

my  hair. 
My  height  and   weight  went  on  a 

chart, 
I   learned   piano,   dancing,   art. 
I   stiffly   sat,   correctly   stood. 
That  I  might  grace  all  womanhood. 
To   feel    "true   love."    and   lose   my 

wits. 
And  see  my  heart  in  shattered  bits. 
—P.   G. 


AH,   LIFE! 
To  take  a  trip  around  the  world 
To  sail  to  Singapore, 
To  tramp  through  forest's  stealthy 

bl3ck. 
With  eagles  highly  soar;   but  even 

then'  not  far  enough 
From  this  most  bitter  deal, 
To  slip  within  a  quiet  church 
To  cross  oneself  and  kneel. 
To  stand  amid  a  blazing  fire, 
To  board  a  coast  bound  train, 
To  breathe  some  smelly  poison  gas; 
From  these  I  can't  refrain;  To  jump 

into 
Deep   lapping   waves. 
To  hear  them  say  "He's  sunk" 
'S  to  no  avail,   might  just  as  well 
Stay  here  in  school — and  flunk! 
—P.  G. 


SCHOOL  DAZE 

"F-e-e-t.  What  does  that  spell, 
Johnny?"  said  the  teacher. 

Johnny  didn't  know. 

"What  is  it  that  a  cow  has  four 
of  and  I  only  have  two?"  persisted 
the  teacher. 

Johnny's    answer    was    quite    as 
surprising  as  it  was  unexpected. 
— Skipper 


WELL—: 
Bitter  truth  that  takes  away 
The  glamor  of  a  summer's  day — 
The    thrill    of    many    a    moonlight 

swim. 
Tennis  —  luncheon  —  golf — with 

him. 
For  he  was  handsome,   strong  and 

tall. 
But  now  he  just  won't  do  at   all. 
How   pitiful   that  summer  beaus 
Will  look  like  hell  in  winter  clothes. 
—Peg. 
• 

OH,  YEAH! 

Sitting  around  the  Lambda  Chi 
house  they  were  swapping  lies. 

"When  I  was  up  in  Montana," 
said  one  of  them,  "I  saw  a  moun- 
tain lion  come  right  up  to  the  camp 
one  day.  It  was  a  fierce  beast,  but 
I  had  great  presence  of  mind,  threw 
a  bucket  of  water  in  its  face  and  it 
slunk  away." 

"Boys,"  said  a  man  sitting  in  the 
corner,  "I  can  vouch  for  the  truth 
of  that  story.  A  few  minutes  after 
that  happened  I  was  coming  down 
the  side  of  the  hill.  I  met  this  lion, 
and  as  is  my  habit,  stopped  to 
stroke  its  whiskers.  Boys,  those 
whiskers  were  wet." 

— Pelican 
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Phelps  Johnston,  the  Editor 
of  the  Daily,  Gives  You  the 
Inside  Dope  on  Current 
Events  in  His  — 


jsr£\vs 


R. £«--*  V  UES 


Feature 


WE  told  you  there  would 
be  a  great  political  to-do, 
but  we  never  anticipated  the 
amount  there  actually  was.  The 
campaign  which  was  climaxed  by 
the  University  movement's  crush- 
ing defeat  of  the  Old  Line,  and  the 
election  itself,  gave  the  boys  and 
girls  who  like  to  do  a  bit  of  Jim 
Parleying  a  beautiful  chance  to  ex- 
hibit their  talents,  and  not  since  the 
palmiest  days  of  Al  Haglund  and 
Howie  Packard  have  there  been  so 
many  caucuses  and  surprises. 


The  Old  Line  led  off  by  nom- 
inating Chip  Taylor,  Wally  Cruice 
and  Reed  Babcock  for  the  class 
presidencies.  The  nomination  of 
Taylor,  elected  junior  class  presi- 
dent the  year  before  on  the  U.  M. 
slate,  was  a  smart  and  daring  move. 
It  enabled  the  party  to  assert  the 
cleanliness  of  its  system  ("the  best 
man  for  the  job"  idea,  which 
looked  especially  good  in  that  Bab- 
cock, the  sophomore  nominee,  is  a 
member  of  Phi  Delta  Theta,  which 
had  the  senior  presidency  last  year) 
and  it  was  at  least  a  wedge  in  the 
side  of  the  U.  M.  But  Taylor  de- 
clined the  nomination,  and  the  Old 
Line  switched  to  Al  Kruse.  Even 
so,  the  Old  Line's  maneuver  accom- 
plished one  thing:  it  eliminated 
Taylor  entirely  from  the  U.  Mi 
picture.  The  trouble  was  that  the 
U.  M.  still  had  too  many  good 
men  for  tlje  senior  job,  and,  think- 
ing the  thing  through,  it  is  even 
possible  that  the  Old  Line  helped 
matters  for  its  rival  by  putting 
Chip  out  of  the  way. 


THEN  the  U.  M.  nominated  its 
complete  slate,  with  Lyle 
Fisher,  Vin  Bonderud  and  John- 
son Beyer  heading  the  ticket,  and 
the  Old  Line  completed  its  selec- 
tions, again  deviating  from  past 
practice  by  taking  two  candidates 
from  each  of  two  sororities. 

As  the  days  went  by,  it  began 
to  be  apparent  that  U.  M.  was  go- 
ing to  take  a  majority  of  the  offices. 
The  Old  Line,  it  seems,  had  been 
a  little  too  realistic  in  its  treatment 
of  the  small  fraternities  and  the 
independents,  and  the  members  of 
those  groups  went  off  in  a  huff  and 
sided  with  the  U.  M.  It  is  worthy 
of  mention  that  Virgil  Day  dis- 
played a  notable  ingratitude  to 
Kruse,  who  has  done  a  lot  to  make 
Day  a  pseudo-big  shot,  in  leading 
Theta  Xi  out  of  the  Old  Line;  the 
other  deflections  were  certainly 
predictable. 


Meantime  Chuck  Rundall,  U.  M. 
leader,  complained  loudly  that  the 
Daily  was  favoring  the  Old  Line, 
a  natural  complaint  from  him. 
When  he  said  that  I  was  "the  un- 
known leader"  of  the  Old  Line, 
he  overlooked  a  point  which  would 
have  added  weight  to  his  claim.  I 
was  appointed  chairman  of  the  elec- 
tions committee  by  Kruse.  then 
chairman  of  the  student  governing 
board;  later  he  was  nominated  for 
the  senior  presidency  by  Old  Line, 
of  which  party,  so  Rundall  says,  I 
am  the  leader.  The  fact  that 
Chuck  overlooked  that  item  makes 
me  think  that  he  did  not  really  be- 
lieve his  own  allegation. 


THEN  the  election.  The  result 
was  absolutely  conclusive; 
seldom  if  ever  has  any  campus 
faction  absorbed  such  a  beating  as 
did  the  Old  Line.  U.  M.  achieved 
its  large  margins  of  victory  because 
of  the  manner  in  which  the  inde- 
pendents turned  out;  the  magni- 
tude of  that  turnout  may  be  dis- 
cerned when  the  results  of  the  junior 
elections  are  considered.  In  that 
class  Bonderud,  an  independent, 
beat  Cruice.  a  fraternity  man,  by 
59  votes;  Rosenheim,  an  Austin, 
beat  Sally  Cook,  a  sorority  woman, 
by  46  votes;  but  Myra  Jane  Hut- 
ton,  a  sorority  woman,  beat  Marion 
McKay,  also  a  sorority  woman,  by 
only   I  5  votes. 

The  issue  of  the  future  is  clear- 
cut:  within  two  or  three  years 
campus  elections  will  be  contested 
by  the  fraternities  and  sororities  on 
the  one  hand  and  the  independents 
on  the  other.  The  independents 
can  win,  for  they  have  a  numerical 
edge,  but  they  do  not  have  the 
organization  the  Greek  groups 
have.  If  the  fraternities  are  to  re- 
tain a  measure  of  campus  control, 
they  must  band  together,  all  to- 
gether. One  student  expressed  the 
situation  aptly  when  he  said  "The 
U.  M.  thinks  the  Old  Line  lost 
the  election,  but  pretty  soon  it  will 
figure  out  that  it  lost,  too." 

The  freshman  elections  have  been 
set  for  December  6.  One  might 
venture  the  prediction  that  the  U. 
M.  will  nominate  a  Phi  Psi  for  the 
presidency;  no  matter  what  the  Old 
Line  does  it  has.  at  best,  a  dismal 
chance  for  success. 

(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Behind    the 
D  e  a  n's    Desk 

By  Lois  Goldstein 

Dean  Bauer,  of  the  School  of 
Engineering,  is  herewith  pre- 
sented to  you  in  this,  the  third 
ojMissGoldstein'sinterviews. 

•   INTERVIEW  • 

• 


•  "Let  him  first  be  a  man!"  says  Dean  Bauer  of  the 
school  of  engineering.  And  although  it  is  ofen  a 
difficult  task,  that  is  the  prime  function  of  the  school 
of  engineering.  This  broad  view  of  education  in  the 
professional  schools  is  often  considered  a  new  tendency. 
That  the  engineer  should  be  trained  in  the  fields  of 
sociology  and  commerce  as  well  as  in  science  is  a  be- 
lief that  has  just  recently  become  prevalent  in  the 
American  colleges  and  universities.  However,  North- 
western was  the  first  exponent  of  this  theory.  Dean 
Bauer  described  the  state  of  engineering  education  in 
the  first  decade  of  the  twentieth  century. 

The  rapid  advance  in  technical  knowledge  and  the 
ever-increasing  demands  for  trained  engineers  resulted 
in  an  intensively  technical  training.  The  urbanization 
of  population,  the  evergrowing  Edison  electrical  in- 
dustries, the  necessity  of  purified  water,  and  the  in- 
numerable devices  for  physical  comfort  created  this 
demand.  Consequently  schools  of  engineering  assumed 
a  tremendous  importance.  So  eager  were  both  the 
industries  and  the  schools  to  have  trained  engineers 
that  they  neglected  the  other  phases  of  education. 

But  in  1908  a  new  plan  was  formulated  at  North- 
western   University.      Dean   Bauer,    who   was   then   a 


"Let  him  first  be  a  man!' 


professor  at  the  University  of  Denver,  John  Hayford, 
and  President  Harris  of  Northwestern  planned  a  new 
school  of  engineering  based  on  a  different  theory  of 
education.  They  realized  that  the  engineer  is  not  a 
pure  scientist.  His  duty  is  to  take  the  results  of  the 
laboratory  and  convert  them  into  practical  form,  for 
the  benefit  of  man.  Thus  the  engineer  is  an  industrial- 
ist as  well  as  a  scientist.  His  invention  must  be  sound 
and  it  must  also  be  economically  feasible. 

This  theory  was  enthusiastically  received  by  Mrs. 
Gustavus  Swift  and  her  son,  Edward.  In  1908  they 
built  Swift  Hall  and  gave  an  endowment  for  its  up- 
keep. And  in  the  fall  of  1909  Northwestern  school 
of  engineering  came  into  existence.  Dean  Bauer  was 
the  first  man  to  be  appointed  to  the  faculty.  After 
the  death  of  Director  Hayford  in  1927,  Dr.  Bauer 
was  appointed  Dean. 

The  numerous  duties  of  a  Dean  do  not  fully  occupy 
Dean  Bauer,  for  he  is  a  consulting  electrical  engineer. 
City  water  works,  electric  power  plants  and  buildings, 
the  Northwestern  sorority  quads,  and  Deering  library 
have  been  planned  under  his  direction.  But  it  is  not 
the  work  with  materials  that  is  of  greatest  interest  to 
Dean  Bauer.  He  is  most  eager  to  develop  his  students. 
He  explained  that  the  school  was  purposely  kept  small 
both  to  maintain  a  high  academic  standard  and  to  per- 
mit the  faculty  to  keep  in  close  touch  with  the  individ- 
ual students.  Dean  Bauer  watches  the  embryonic 
engineers  and  when  they  evince  any  ability  he  adapts 
the  flexible  curriculum  to  their  special  needs  and 
aptitudes. 

The  Dean  has  that  rare  combination  of  traits  which 
produces  a  successful  educator:  a  thorough  knowledge 
and  practice  of  his  subject,  a  theory  of  education,  and 
a  key  interest  in  the  student.  Talking  to  students 
seems  to  him  to  be  a  worthy  way  of  spending  his  time. 
With  such  guidance  and  training  even  a  most  un- 
promising freshman  should  be  transformed  into  an 
engineer  and — a  man. 

And  now  we  are  off  to  pay  a  visit  to  Swift  Hall! 
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Blind   Data 

By  Loring  Fiske 

Breathes  there  a  man  with 
soul  so  dead,  who  never  to 
himself  hath  had  a  scurvy 
trick,  such  as  this  one,  played 
by  a  dearly  beloved  frater- 
nity brother? 

•    Humor  • 


C  The  scene  is  that  of  a  room  in  a 
fraternity  house.  Contrary  to 
talkie  versions,  the  walls  are  NOT 
covered  with  pictures  and  pennants. 

Pledge  brother  Simpkins  is  seat- 
ed at  a  desk  with  books  in  front 
of  him  looking  as  though  he  had  a 
headache.  Actually  he  is  trying 
to  think. 

Enter  brother  Tuttle.  "Listen, 
Al,  have  you  got  a  date  for  the 
radio  party  this  Saturday?" 

"Eh?  Oh,  no  —  not  yet,  any- 
way." 

"You  haven't?  How  would  you 
like  to  go  out  with  a  swell  girl 
that  I  know?  I've  already  got  a 
date  with  her  girl  friend  or  I'd 
ask  her  myself." 

"Thanks,  but  I  can  get  a  date 
myself  —  I  know  a  couple  of 
girls — ." 

"Sure,  but  you  want  to  get  to 
know  some  others.  You  don't 
want  to  go  out  with  the  same  one 
all  the  time.  Besides  this  gal  is 
really  a  keen  dancer — in  fact,  the 
reason  I'm  telling  you  about  her 
is  that  I  want  to  trade  a  couple  of 
dances  with  you." 

Simpkins  looks  undecided  at 
which  brother  Tuttle  swings  into 
his  sales  talk.  "You'd  have  a 
swell  time  with  her  —  she's  just 
your  type." 

Not  knowing  whether  he  is  be 
ing  slammed  or  being  flattered, 
Simpkins  keeps  still. 

"Anyway.  she's  a  Gamm.i 
Kappa  Kappa  and  you  know  how 
smooth  those  girls  are." 

"Oh,  sure,  but — ." 

"Of  course,  she  isn't  a  beauty 
queen,  but  she's  got  a  nice  build 
and  nice  eyes.     Too  bad  the  Sylla- 


bus hasn't  got  a   picture  of  her — 

but    then    she    isn't    one  of    those 
activity    hounds." 
"'Well— o.  k.!" 

Comes  the  big  evening  and 
Simpkins  is  eagerly  waiting  to 
meet  Miss  America,  Jean  Harlow 
and  the  Big  Ten  beauty  queen  all 
in  one  person.  Brother  Tuttle 
has  been  trying  to  let  him  down 
easily  so  he  won't  be  too  surprised 
when  he  meets  the  wonder  girl. 

They  call  for  them  at  the 
Gamma  Kappa  Kappa  house.  Two 
damsels  come  down  the  stairway 
— no,  one  damsel  and  a  twin  sister 
of  Kate  Smith.  'Well,  there's  al- 
ways the  chance  that  maybe  his 
pal  likes  hefty  females.  After  the 
introductions,  he  finds  out  that  this 
time,  anyway,  his  pal  doesn't  like 
hefty  females.  The  name  is  Koochi 
kowsky. 

'"Well,"  Simpkins  thinks  to 
himself.  "She  has  a  nice  build — 
for  a  Mack  truck.  Of  course,  she 
isn't  a  beauty  queen  but  then 
neither  is  a  football  guard.  And 
even  if  she  does  have  more  curves 
than  the  campus  sidewalks,  shi; 
way  be  light  on  her  feet." 
O  They  arrive  at  the  Eta  Beta  Pi 
house  and  start  dancing.  That  is, 
the  rest  of  the  couples  do.  She 
gets  a  strangle  hold  on  his  neck 
that  would  do  credit  to  a  varsity 
wrestler  but  although  she  clings,  he 
doesn't  vine.  She  is  certainly  lighi 
on  her  feet — but  not  on  his. 

Between  struggles,  they  meei 
other  people.  Simpkins,  for  some 
odd  reason,  seems  to  be  having 
difficulty  in  trading  dances.  "Sorry, 
pal,  but  I'm  already  filled  up."  It 
is   the    "pal"    part    that   gets   Simp 


down.      He   finally   corners   Tuttle 
who  is  saved  by  a  brilliant  idea. 
•    "How    would    you    people    like 
to    play    some    ping    pong?"    Tut 
suggests. 

"No,  let's  play  bridge,"  says 
Simp. 

"I  don't  play  contract,"  speaks 
up  Miss  Koochikowsky,  "but  I'd 
love  to  play  that  foreign  kind,  you 
know — London  Bridge  I" 

THEY  play  a  hand  and  then — 
"Oh,  Mr.  Simmons,  did  I  for- 
get to  follow  suit  last  time — you 
know,  it's  so  hard  to  keep  your 
mind  on  cards  all  the  time?"  After 
a  short  time  he  concludes  that  she 
isn't  playing  auction — but  London 
Bridge.  "And  I  keep  getting  your 
last  name  mixed  up  a  little  bit  all 
the  time,  Mr.  Simon — what's  your 
first  name?" 

"It's  Alfred—" 

"'Well,  I'll  call  you  'Alfie'  for 
short  and  you  call  me  'Sadie,'  " 
she  exhibits  a  ravishing  smile  and 
a  mouthful  of  teeth — which  con- 
vince him  that  she  is  all  four  out 
of  the  five  that  have  it. 

After    their    foes    make    a    grand 
slam,    Simpkins    who   is   sitting   in 
East  position  deals  the  cards,  looks 
at  his  hand  and  says: 
Simpkins — "Bye." 
S. — "Three  Hearts." 
Kootchinkowsky   —    "Four      Dia- 
monds." 
N. — "Bye." 
Simp. — "Pass." 
S. — "Six   Diamondsl" 
Kootchy — "Raise    you    one — seven 

Diamonds — ha.  ha  I" 
N. — "Bye." 
Simp. — "You  !!*|  —  I" 
One  Club  —  Two   Spades   and   a 
Pine  Box. 
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-and  now,  Mrs.  Fleagle,  just  exactly  what  WAS  your  reaction  to  your  husband's  beatings?" 
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•  These  -football  stalwarts  crash  the  Hall 
of  Fame  literally  as  well  as  figuratively. 
Duvall,  the  Wildcats'  plunging  fullback, 
Cruice,  fast-stepping  back,  and  Al  Lind, 
scrappy  pivot  man. 
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.  .  .  triumph  along  directoire 
lines  ...  by  MARY  LAURA 
VANCE  ...  in  a  graceful 
tunic  .  .  .  longer  in  the  back 
.  .  .  with  intricate  buttons  to 
enhance  it  .  .  .  both  formal 
and  dinner  .  .  .  the  pencil 
silhouette  .  .  . 
MARSHALL   FIELD   &   CO. 


.  for  a  new  man  ...  a 
nning  dress  .  .  .  HELEN 
HEIM  ...  in  black  and  white 
.  .  .  rhinestones  for  sparkle 
.  .  .  the  whole  for  .  .  .  him  .  . 
MARSHALL   FIELD   &   CO. 


.  .  .  carry  off  all  the  honors 
.  .  .  and  the  boys  on  the 
other  team  .  .  .  with  carioca 
.  .  .  the  dancing  color  of  the 
suede  trim  .  .  .  edge  it  with 
gold  .  .  .  add  to  it  this  polka 
dot  chiffon  velvet  .  .  .  choc- 
olate brown  and  tiny  egg 
shell  spots  .  .  .  the  shirt- 
waist, better  than  ever  .  .  . 
MARSHALL  FIELD   &   CO. 


Jsumi 


genevieve 


|oann 

.  .  .  black  tulip  ...  in  a  color  ...  is  mystery  .  . 
court  taffeta  ...  in  a  full  skirt  ...  is  grace  .  .  . 
and  you  ...  in  a  waltz  dress  .  .  .  are  as  romantic 
as  the  picture  in  Vogue  .  .  . 

THE  CO-ED  — 1623  ORRINGTON 

.  .  .  slim,  shapely  legs  .  .  .  encased  in  tissue  chiffon 
.  .  .  ringless  .  .  .  will  make  history  .  .  .  with  a  split 
skirt  .  .  .  that  certain  something  .  .  .  for  a  lovely 
evening  .  .  .  NEUMODE  HOSIERY 

.  .  .  dazzle  them  .  .  .  with  yellow  metal  ...  in  a 
shirtwaist  .  .  .  topping  a  brown  silk  skirt  .  .  .  you'll 
wear  it  Saturday  ...  to  the  informal  .  .  .  and  Sun- 
day .  .  .  tea  dancing  .  .  . 

EMMA  BEATIE,  1507  CHIOAGO  AVENUE 

...  of  suede  .  .  .  the  modern  bag  .  .  .  framed  in 
silver  ...  of  suede  .  .  .  and  washable  .  .  .  the 
gauntlet  glove  .  .  .  fashionably  flaring  .  .  .  incom- 
parable .  .  .  for  that  added  dash  .  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 


^ 


l/wtisA, 


.  .  .  for  michigan  ...  or  any  exciting  week-end 
...  a  luggage  ensemble  ...  of  glazed  linen  .  .  . 
that  lacks  only  a  college  label  .  .  .  and  a  polo 
coat  .  .  .  which  carries  its  own  pennant  ...  a  de- 
tachable blanket  lining  ...  to  keep  ChlARLOTTE 
WERTH  snug  .  .  .  KATE  KITTLEMAN  is  luxuri- 
ous .  .  .  for  only  $  I  I  5  ...  in  grey  kid  .  .  .  the  1 934 
correct  swagger  .  .  .  MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

.  .  .  to  tramp  the  trails  of  college  towns  .  .  . 
gillies  .  .  .  the  artistocratic  sporting  shoe  .  .  . 
suede  .  .  .  silky  and  smooth  .  .  .  with  the  idea 
heel  ...  a  new  store  with  new  styles  .  .  .  and 
JOAN  COTTER  officiating  .  .  .  JOSEPH'S 

.  .  .  checks  and  plaids  .  .  .  the  f( 
.  .  .  KATE  has  patchpockets  ...  in  a  two-piece 
shirtwaist  .  .  .  SHIRLEY  .  .  .  more  than  ultra  ...  a 
cowl  drop  ...  on  wool  with  leather  trim  .  .  .  the 
best  of  all  .  .  .for  $12.95.  .  . 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

.  .  .  the  triple  signal  for  a  smart  play  ...  a 
clip  .  .  .  bird  or  dog  .  .  .  clinking  bracelets 
.  .  .  wood  plus  metal  ...  or  metal  plus  v/ood 
.  .  .  and  satin  finish  metal  earrings  .  .  .  rain 
drops  ...  to  sum  up  the  combination  .  .  . 
MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 


J  e V vo n  s 
Sanctions 


essentials 

•  Full  Dress  ...  by  Robert  Surrey  .  .  .  peaked  lapels 
of  dull  satin  finish     .     .    .    modified  front.      MacFarland's. 

•  A  tailored  English  drape  ...  In  Oxford  grey  with 
pencil  stripe  .  .  .  peak  lapels  ...  A.  Blair  &  Co.  (see  Paul 
Cummins  at  the  Co-op). 


accessories 

#    A  black  hlomberg  fedora    .    .    .    curl  brim    .    .    .    black 
silk  band    .    .    .    small  bow    .    .    .   wear  with  a  tux. 


•  The  Varsity  ...  a  smart  brogue  in  black  or  brown  .  .  . 
executed  by  Florsheim  for  university  men  ...  at  Sechler's, 
1616  Orrlngton. 


•    Rabbit's  hair  sox    .    .    .    from  Marshall  Field's 
plaids  and  plain  colors. 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


FREKJCH 


K5IEUR  J0NE5  WEEL  PLEASE 
READ  EN  FRANCAISF, 
ZE  FAIR-R-R-Sr 
PA55AeE:      f —     ^v' 


LE  CZAR  N^A  PA^  A55UJETI, 
5EULEMENT    L'EGLISE    A   L'ETAT 
A  L'EXEMPLE^iJ^X  DE5   5ULTAN5 
.TURC5,MAI6,ir~^:,)    ET  30 FORTH 


AKIY  LANGUAGE 


Copyright.  1934,  B.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


AFTER  EVERY  CLASS 

IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 

Pipe  smokers!  Here  is  a  fact  to  bear  in 
mind  about  Prince  Albert.  Prince  Albert  is  blended  by  a  special  process 
which  removes  every  hint  of  "bite"  or  harshness  from  the  tobaccos.  So  try 
this  mild,  mellow  tobacco.  Discover  for  yourself  why  Prince  Albert 
is  known  among  men  everywhere  as  "The  National  Joy  Smoke." 

NiNCE  AlBERT'^^ 
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"Well,  still  mad—?' 
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Courtesy  of  Esquire,  Magazine  for  Men 


PURPLE     PARROT     J 


POLLVAN/q. 


•  DIRT  • 


HI,    Public! 

The  very  essence  of  Chicago  weather  Is 
upon  us;  we  hope  that  you  have  by  this  time 
survived  the  Navy  Ball,  elections  [And  In 
passing  let  us  congratulate  the  new  officers), 
the  Ohio-Wildcat  game,  and  other  minor 
disturbances.    .    .    . 

None  other  than  our  own  Joe  W.  Miller 
celebrated  his  (he  won't  tell  which)  birth- 
day this  last  month  When  we  saw  him  at 
the  French  Casino  with  Spooner  he  was  en- 
joying the  floor  show  with  much  enthusiasm. 
He  mentioned  something  about  buying  the 
entire  show  for  the  Waa-Mu  Minstrels  next 
spring.  .  .  .  (That  doesn't  Include  the  Jean 
Patou   number.  Whoops   m'deah!) 

At  the  grid  battle  of  Simmons  versus 
Northwestern,  Ginny  Smith  was  muchly  dis- 
turbed because  the  Sigma  Chl's  were  sitting 
back  of  her  and  wouldn't  let  her  Jerry  come 
and  sit  with  her  ...  so  Jerry  sat  across  the 
aisle  and  looked  hopefully.  .  .  . 

Ned  Hullinger  must  have  gotten  a  Job 
finally.  We  noticed  he  and  Janet  there. 
That  is,  those  who  stayed  until  the  last  dance 
saw   them.    .   .   . 

And  Lura  Skoog  told  friends  the  other  day 
that  her  Harvey  and  she  are  still  In  love,  but 
Just  aren't  going  together  anymore.  Too  bad. 
she  was  knitting  you  such  a  lovely  sweater, 
Harvey. 

The  most  devoted  people  that  your  Aunt 
Polly  has  heard  about  in  a  long  time  are 
Barbara  Baker,  and  Caroline  Barr.  who  nom- 
inated each  other  at  the  University  Movement 
Nominating  caucus.  Each  loved  the  other  so 
much  that  they  nominated  one  other  for 
junior  social  chairman,  despite  the  looks  of 
hate  darted  at  them  by  respective  sorority 
sisters.  Now  that's  intersorority  love  what  Is 
Intersororlty  love.     Can't  we  see  more  of  it? 

Going  on,  we  find  that  +^e  cwlft  new  D.  Z. 
pledge  from  Alabama,  one  Patricia  Jean  Pen- 
nington by  name,  is  not  adverse  to  orderlna 
boxes  of  chocolates  from  the  innocent  men 
who  call  her  up  on  Sunday  afternoon.  Like 
a  lot  of  little  girls  her  appetite  is  entirely  out 
of  proportion  to  her  size,  but  she  doesn't 
starve,   not  being   backward,  or  anything! 

Who  Is  the  east  quader  with  the  crush  on 
Bob  Parcel!?  Seems  as  how  whoever  it  is  Is 
trying  to  get  him  away  from  the  Pi,  Phi  house, 
where  he   now  holds  forth.    Naughty,   naughty. 


naughty.  Aunt  Polly  does  NOT  like  chlzzeling. 
Seems  as  how  we'll  never  hear  the  last  of 
Hullinger.  After  having  been  told  by  one 
Bunker  Hill  to  get  a  job  or  get  out,  he  de- 
cided It  was  best  to  suffer  the  pangs  of 
remorse  and  get  out.  Now  he's  squiring 
Frances  Ann  Clarkson,  PI  Phi,  around,  and  the 
other  night  had  practically  to  fight  a  duel 
with  Sam  the  watchman  after  having  made 
four  future  dates  with  her. 

Dan  (here  I  am  girls — fight  for  me)  Dyer 
has  just  been  giving  everyone  a  break  lately. 
Three  consecutive  dates  with  three  girls  In 
the  Theta  house  one  weekend.  Danny,  you're 
so  cute. 

Aunt  Polly  and  the  S.  S.  S.  (Six  Snooping 
Spinsters)  wish  to  commend  Shirley  (W.  S. 
G.  A.)  Larson,  and  great  big  strong  basket- 
ball captain  Lyie  Fisher  for  going  on  and  on 
with  that  lovely  love  of  theirs.  It  Is  so  sweet 
and  touching,  but  It  does  have  Its  drawbacks, 
LyIe  is  considering  carrying  a  gag  around 
with  him  to  hush  Shirley  when  she  starts  the 
song  and  dance  about  Our  President's  won- 
ders, and  we  don't  mean   Roosevelt. 

By  the  by  friends,  and  this  IS  serious.  Please 
do  not  any  more  of  you  get  Involved  In  love, 
and  wear  pins  and  moony  looks.  It's  going 
to  be  pretty  darned  uninteresting  if  the  whole 
column    reads  thusly: 

Relsterer   and    Phi    Delt,    doing    well. 
Larson   and   Delt,   doing   well. 
Garvey   end    Beta,   doing    well. 

Phooey,  you  don't  want  It,  and  neither  does 
Auntie,  so  let  the  love  go  till  spring. 

• 

Now  we  get  or  to  the  one  bright  spot  ot 
the  campus,  the  Delta  Gammas.  The  Delta 
Gammas  are  lovely  alrls,  always  act  lltp 
ladies,  and  never  chase  publicity  and  men 
the  way  some  girls  we  know  do.  Therefore 
we  know  you  want  to  know  all  about  them, 
so  we'll  tell  you.  One  Phi  Delt  said  that  the 
brothers  were  aoing  to  hang  out  the  Phi  Delt 
shinole  on  the  D.  G.  house,  'cause  that's  where 
all  the   Phi   Delt  pins  were. 

Then  there's  the  D.  G.  beauty  aueen,  who 
has  the  pin  of  a  man  on  each  N.  U.  campus. 
and  gets  away  with  It.  More  power  to  beauty 
queens,   but  we  can't  all   do   it. 

Also  the  Delta  Gammas,  beinq  nice  uprlaht 
qlrls,  have  pulled  In  the  Invulnerable  male. 
Bill  Flynn,  captain  of  the  brassle  and  putter 
team.  The  lucky  woman  here  is  Florence  La 
Croii,  who  Is  pretty  cute.  Bob  Williamson 
Is  hanging  around  the  same  house  with  cute 
little  Marjorle  Bishop,  a  freshman  speech 
student. 

The  ship  of  Gracemary  Billings,  Chi  O.,  and 
Dick  Roedel  S.  A.  E.  has  crashed  on  the  rocks, 
and  they,  for  the  past  two  weeks,  have  made 
onlookers  very  sad  by  lurking  In  front  halls 
saying    "good-by  forever," 

MWVie  (ex-Lambda  Chi)  Woodcock  brought 
one  JImmIe  from  Beverly  Hills  to  the  Dad's  Day 
luncheon.  Is  that  optimism?  We  ask  you. 
The  Beta  waiter,  who  had  her  out  the  night 
before,  in  a  mean  and  revengeful  spirit  spilt 
salt  and  soup  down  the  poor  Innocent  Jimmle's 
back, 

(Continued  on  Next  Page) 
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More   Pollyanna 

(Continued  from  page  23) 

It  has  been  said  that  Gonya,  in  a  spirit  of 
optimlsnn  only,  we  hope,  told  one  Innocent 
California  co-ed  that  Hanley  said  he  was 
All-Amerlcan  stuff.  Such  shrinking  violets, 
these   football   men. 

Speaking  of  centers.  Don't  tell  us  that  Al 
Lind,  flyweight  Wildcat  pivot  man,  has  elim- 
inated Dale  McMillan  In  the  Meyers  league. 
They  always  said  Al  was  scrappy. 

Stan  Jacobs,  we  hear,  is  still  considering 
marrying  Shirley  Richardson.  And  much  to 
our  surprise,  Shirley  thinks  he  Is  "just  simply 
grand!"  Stan  was  gorgeously  Intoxicated  with 
her  charm  and  during  the  Ball,  he  couldn't 
have  told  whether  the  music  had  stopped  or 
not.  And  as  for  bumping  Into  people — It 
didn't  dent  himl  .  .  . 


A  bit  of  fenzy  Handwork  embroidering  tha 
pattern  of  Tom  Crawford's  life.  It  seems  that 
he  and  Janice  had  a  good  time  laughing  at 
Julie  Tanner  and  Ben  at  the  Ball.  While  Jan 
knew  all  the  time  that  Julie  was  In  love 
(without  the  pin).  Tom  presented  Janice 
with  a  lovely  chrysanthemum  corsage  early 
Saturday  morning  before  the  last  game.  Such 
true   devotion.   .   .   . 

We  hear  that  the  football  team  had  a  date 
with  Jane  Iredale  while  they  were  in  California 
playing  Stanford.  Jane  writes  that  she  just 
about  didn't  get  off  the  train  In  time  when 
they  went  to  leave.  Wonder  If  Eggs  knew 
about  this.  And  did  you  know  that  before 
Eggs  left,  he  presented  her  with  an  extr'ordln- 
ary  wrist  watch.  He'll  probably  clock  her  in 
the  act.  if  she  doesn't  watch  out. 

Day  Waterman  had  Clem  Werner's  Delt 
pin  after  quite  an  absence.  .  .  .  And  what,  by 
the  way,  was  the  red  light  doing  on  the  Alpha 
Phi  back  door  the  other  nite?  Several  of  ye 
ol'  prankers  were  riding  around  the  quad  sing- 
ing something  (we  didn't  hear  exactly  what) 
about  a   dollar  and  a  quarter  ...?... 


Frannie  Griggs  of  the  Theta  tong,  knew  a 
whole  five  hours  before  the  Ball  even  started 
that  Bill  had  gotten  Sextant;  she  didn't  tell 
him  because  she  wanted  it  to  be  a  surprise. 
To  YOU  Frannie,  a  nice  big  red  geranium  for 
actually  keeping  a  secret.  We  didn't  believe 
it  was  possible  for  the  weaker  sex.  .  .  . 

Bud  Burd,  Johnnie  Nagle  (who  returned 
two  weeks  early  for  hlomecoming)  Hank  Dyer 
and  Howie  had  a  suhimply  gr-rand  time  en- 
tertaining (?)  the  Austin  house.  Singing  the 
Man  on  the  Flying  Trapeze,  and  Egyptian  Ella, 
was  jush  too  mush.  We  happened  to  pass  at 
the  crucial  moment  when  John  had  finished 
the  first  song;  we  hurried  away — lives  were  In 
danger.  In  a  few  minutes,  the  whole  quad  was 
likely  to  be  swarmed.  We  laughed  and  went 
quietly  to  another  party.  .  .  . 


The  grappler,  Hal-wee  Moore,  well  known 
skirt  chaser.  Is  now  waving  his  cauliflowers 
In  the  A.  O.  PI  house.  What  Mae  be  the 
cause  of  that? 

Nominated  for  the  polar  bear  club  are 
Fred  Schraeder,  Sigma  Nu,  and  D.  J.  Johnson, 
D.  Z.  In  they  come  from  the  black  shirt  hobo 
party,  soaking  wet  and  covered  with  ,sand. 
Guess  they  didn't  know  that  people  just  don't 
swim  In  October,  or  maybe  they  just  didn't 
know  anything. 

• 

Do  you    remember   'way   back   when? 

(Aunt  Polly  and  Auld  Lange  Syne 
Turn   Back  the  Clock) 

First,    with    your    kind    permission,    a    letter 
that   came   to    "Auld    Lange    Syne"    the   other 
day: 
Dear  "Auld  Lange  Syne," 

Whoever  you  are.  I  want  to  say  "Con- 
grats" for  your  column  "h^ow's  your  Remem- 
berer." The  idea  is  novel — you  should  be  an 
author — (no  puns  puhlease)  and  is  very  en- 
tertaining. As  it  is,  situations,  love  affairs, 
activities  etc.,  change  very  rapidly  around 
the  institution,  and  it  is  most  amusing  to  go 
back  through  the  years  to  recall  what  happened 
then.  May  1  meekly  suggest  that  you  re-name 
the  article  and  call  it  "'Way  Back  When?" 
Parrot    Supporter    '35. 

Thank  you  very  much  Parrot  Supporter  '35. 
We  have  adopted  your  suggestion  and  will 
welcome  any  others. 

And  now — to  leave  the  present  and  pick 
up  bits  of  events  that  made  history  at  N.  U. 
in    the    past.    Had    you    forgotten    that;    .    .    . 

During  the  Beaver  Contest  of  last  year 
(there  was  one  once — but,  thank  Burton,  no 
more)  Laura  Ber+a  Holt  refused  to  help  her 
trainee  along  by  massaging  his  beard  nightly, 
as  according  to  rules?  blow  utterly  finicky 
say  we. 


Jerry  Miller  and  Art  Morse  were  running 
heated  races  to  see  which  got  the  last  Lapp, 
and   Morse  won  at  the  Navy  Ball? 

Bud  Denman,  after  seeing  Doris  Lane  safely 
In  Welles'ey,  sent  Ann  Mason  roses  every 
Monday? 

Jakie  Sullivan  had  made  a  date  with  Betty 
Welch  for  one  of  the  class  luncheons,  and  that 
Betty  calmly  demanded  to  be  taken  back  to 
the  Kappa  house  immediately  after  it  was 
over  because  Papa  Judge  Welch  was  going 
to  call  to  give  her  material  for  a  Speech? 
(Ask  any  S.  A.  E. — they  won't  let  Jake  forget 
it.) 

The  big  romance  of  Kinder  and  Helm  was 
flowering?  And  that  the  Gamma  Phi  house 
was  sending  monthly  house  and  electricity 
bills  to  Brewer  and  Kinder? 

SIddal  made  a  date  with  Betty  Wilder, 
whom  he  thought  was  D.  U.  private  property, 
and  to  his  surprise  found  she'd  already  left 
for  a  Phi  Gam  party  with  Chuck  Kyser?  Any- 
way we  understand  he  spent  a  nice  quiet 
evening   with   Mr.  and   Mrs.  Wilder. 

Kurti  took  an  Alpha  Phi  to  the  football 
game,    with   ensuing   Theta    complications? 

And  that  at  the  same  time.  Miss  Donahue 
was  so  happy  because  Chuck  Apley  wasn't 
engaged?  Time  turneth  the  worm! 

Ellle  Pope  picked  up  Hajek  one  day,  mistak- 
ing  him  for  Bill  Gates?  And  that  at  the  time 


Dee    Reynolds  was  seeing   quite   a   bit  of  the 
now  Oriole  pro-grldster?  (Racine's  back  now.) 


Dick  Fisher  (School  of  Speech)  took  up 
tap  and  harp  lessons  at  the  same  time? 

Betty  Barker  had  just  returned  John  Nagle's 
Austin  pin?  (Good  gag.)  And  Babe  Frazer, 
not  being  so  Proud,  had  just  accepted  Nell's? 

Aunt  Polly  was  having  an  awful  time  finding 
out  what  Sigma  Chi  had  commanded  Helen 
McDonald  to  never  again  date  another  Phi 
Psi?    Time    also    ansv/ereth    all    questions! 

Herb  Merrell  had  quite  a  time  explaining 
why  he  called  for  his  Theta  date  at  the  A.  O. 
Pi  house? 

Bill  Phelps  was  dating  Mary  Jane  Cady  and 
Jeanette  Kressler.  And  that  one  night  after 
a  date  with  Jeanette,  he  drove  nonchalantly 
up  Emerson  and  stopped  at  the  D.  G.  house, 
and  Jeanette  just  calmly  remarked,  "Sorry 
Bill.  This   is   only   Friday   night?" 

Theta 's  won  first  for  Frolics?  The  D.  S.  C. 
number  wasn't  so  bad  this  year  either.  Kappa's 
got  second?  Would  that  we  were  the   British! 

Harry  "22"  Leeper  wasn't  considered  young 
by  Roycemore?  And  that  just  made  him 
Boyleston  morel  (Without  rime,  reason,  or 
song.) 

The  early  hours  of  dawn  bring  back  to  the 
bitter  reality  that  them  days  is  gone  forever, 
and  the  present  is  once  more  upon  us — as  Is 
the  thought  of  that  Impending  eight  o'clock. 
So  with  a  cheery  goodbye  for  time  being, 
we're  off  to  the  little  trundle  bed.  See  you 
next  month  .  .  .  Auld  Lange  Syne. 


And  now — back  to  the  present — 

It  seems  our  K.  K.  G.  house  has  appointed 
a  chairman  who  Is  entrusted  with  the  sacred 
care  of  the  member's  figures,  and  on  her 
is  blamed  the  tragedy  of  the  slightest  avoir- 
du-pois.  Can  It  be  possible,  now  that  the 
Kappas  have  abandoned  fines  for  offences  and 
adopted  the  honor  system,  that  the  keeping 
of  their  sylph-like  figures  is  a  matter  of  honor 
too? 

Not  to  be  on  the  subject  of  Dottie  Moyerj 
again,  but  the  young  lady  has  a  very  fine 
and  tight  new  sweater  which  she  knit  with 
her  own  nitts.  The  best  way  to  show  It  off,  of 
course,  was  to  breeze  into  the  Food  Shop, 
and,  bowing  to  her  male  admirers,  throw  back 
the  coat,  asking  "h-low  do  you  like  my  swea- 
ter, boys?  I  call  It  Buster!"  (Oh-h-h-h, 
M'Gawd!) 

How  does  It  happen  that  Gil  Smith  was 
seen  escorting  Annie  Mason  into  Reld-Calkins 
one  fine  afternoon?  Couldn't  he  have  started 
at  Sally's  or  something  like  that,  or  does  he 
just  like  to  do  It  up  In  true  "Crisco"  Smith 
style? 

Did  you  hear  Howie  Rosenheim  tooting  a 
little  horn,  and  waving  a  purple  flag  for  clean 
politics  when  he  was  elected  president  of 
E.  C.  A. 7  We  did,  and  it  was  very  effective — 
(until  the  next  day  when  his  girl  was  elected 
Vice  President.) 

Frosty  Froberg  seems  to  be  on  a  tear  in  the 
Alpha  Phi  house  again.  You'd  think  they  would 
learn,  or  he  would  learn,  or  something,  but  the 
new  victim  seems  just  as  gullible  as  the  first, 
and  Frosty  just  as  ardent. 
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Johnnie  Walceman  seems  to  be  having  tun 
flipping  coins,  and  +it-tat-toeing  with  the 
Phi  Psi's.  It's  between  Jim  Cunningham  and 
Austy  Rust.  While  Jim.  on  the  other  hand,  and 
not  to  be  outdone,  keeps  two  Kappa  tele- 
phones and  door  bells  busy — those  of  Martha 
Purnell,  and  aforementioned  Johnnie. 

We  were  glad  to  see  that  some  of  the 
Campus  couples  kept  up  some  tradition  by 
going  to  the  Ball  with  whom  they  were  sup- 
posed to  go.  Too  many  startling  surprises  In 
one  evening  would  be  too  shocking  for  poor 
Aunt  Polly.  Dave  Lott  and  Nancy,  Bob 
Albritton  and  Mickey,  Myra  Jane  Hutton  and 
Ed  Sunderland,  Nina  Bruce  and  Stan  Schuyler, 
Franny  and  Bill  French  [double  meaning).  Fran 
Terrell  and  Kenny  Grant.  Can  you  imagine 
.  .  .  Al  Sawyer  took  his  wife  to  the  first  ball 
.  .  .  darn  nice  we  thought. 

What  we'd  like  to  know  is  .  .  .  what  Pi  Phi 
calls  Woods  Hendricks  "Woody-Woody."  Ye 
Gods!   Sounds   like   Janet   Gaynor's   line.    .   .   . 

Betty  Lapp  went  off  the  Iowa  for  the  week- 
end. She  doesn't  remember  all  about  it.  but 
she  does  recall  playing  tag  with  the  S.  A,  E. 
housemother  at  midnite  one  nite.  What  a 
nice  little  party.  .  .  . 


Saturday  nite,  Ellie  Barker  had  a  date  for 
dinner,  and  another  one  for  the  dance  at  the 
gym  later.  Arriving  home  after  dinner,  she 
finds  herself  locked  out.  So  her  date  takes 
her  to  the  D.  G.  house.  Brother  Clac  then 
comes  along  and  obligingly  takes  her  back  to 
her  house,  afraid  that  the  date  might  have 
come  in  the  nnteantime,  and  couldn't  get  In. 
McNamer,  in  interim,  has  called  at  the  Barker 
home,  while  Ellie  was  on  the  way  home,  and 
when  he  got  to  the  D.  G.  house,  she  had  gone 
home.  Migawd,  wotta  mind  .  .  .  and  wotta 
mess. 

Another  one  of  those — Carol  Carpenter 
was  utterly  disgusted  because  her  date  was 
going  out — to  take  a  walk — with  some  of  the 
boys  at  the  Ball.  Carol  declared  that  if  he 
left,  she'd  sit  right  down  in  the  middle  of  the 
dance  floor  while  everyone  was  dancing.  And 
three  cheers  for  the  little  lady — she  did!  .  .  . 

Dick  McKnight's  birthday  was  the  nine- 
teenth. He  wishes  to  thank  Earl  Burtnett  for 
reminding  him.  Dick  squired  Mary  Jane 
Martin  to  the  affair,  while  his  ol'  pal  and 
buddy  Carl  McNamer  took  Sally  Owens,  Dick's 
ex-pin  holder. 


Speaking  of  Wranglers — one  of  the  funniest 
things  happened  Dad's  Day  at  the  dance  at 
the  gym,  when  one  of  the  Syllabus  photograph- 
ers refused  to  take  Burton's  picture,  "Because 
he  wasn't  with  the  right  girl."  ...  It  so  hap- 
pens that  Bryant  and  Peg  haven't  been  seen 
together  much  at  school  functions,  (excepting 
U.  H.).  Quoting  Burton,  "Our  dates  have  just 
fallen  that  way."  If  we  understand  rumors 
to  be  correct,  there  might  well  be  another 
bet  at  the  Wrangler  house  later  on.  Ho  hum — 

Iz  Mulligan  came  home  from  Iowa  with  a 
cracked-up  nose,  and  Chuck  Rundall  with  a 
broken  foot  necessitating  crutches.  Well,  for 
a  nice  evening's  entertainment  visit  the  con- 
valescents! 
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Ihts  month  finds  Carolyn  Barr  dashing 
hither  and  yon  wlih  Cam  (Bus.  Man.)  Duncan 
— And  can  you  imagine  Marjorie  MacFarland 
and  Joe  Chambers  attending  the  Dad's  Day 
Dinner?  .  .  .  Budd  Gebhardt  Is  still  flirting 
with  the  Delta  Gamma  house  .  .  .  please, 
Budd.  .  .  . 

Edgar  Barnett  is  just  head  and  heels  and 
'that  way'  about  Marie  Klopsteg.  The  boys 
at  the  Wrangler  house  have  wagered  that 
Barney  will  leave  his  pin  at  the  Theta  house 
before  Thanksgiving.  .  .  .  Well,  we'll   bet  with 


Mary    Jane    Randall    and    Gene    Mancinelli 

wish  to  announce  that  they  are  married.  Rather 
quietly,  just  by  themselves.  A  hair  pin  beau- 
tifully fashioned  served  as  the  engagement 
circle,  and  one  of  Mr.  Woolworth's  best  lies 
beside  it  as  the  marriage  band.  We  think 
that's  especially  romantic.  Eloise  Chase  and 
Helen  Shepard,  Mary  Jane's  sisters  In  the 
bonds,  have  been  taking  care  of  Ed  Main. 
M.  J.'s  ex-flame,   quite   successfully. 

But,  what  we  would  like  to  have  seen  most, 
was  -Helen  (Slim)  Holton  (of  the  Theta 
Neophytes)  all  sllckered  up  as  Ghandi  and 
giving  the  actives  a  laff  during  the  recent  Hell 
Week  Bacchanale  at  the  Theta-Tong. 

Ah.  well,  be  good,  little  children— and 
keep   yen   noses   clean — 

Love  from 

Aunt  Polly  and  the  S.  5.  S. 
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HORSE  SENSE! 

Social  Chairmen:- 

Owlng  to  the  large  volume  of  business 
given  our  popular  hotels,  clubs,  bid  and 
program  firms,  etc.,  we  gain  a  tre- 
mendous price  saving  for  you — making 
it  possible  for  your  chapter  to  have  a 
professionally  prominent  radio  orches- 
tra (an  associated  member}  and  many 
extras  such  as  a  floor  show,  flowers,  no 
tipping,    etc.,    etc. 

A  FREE  letter  service  and  stenographer 
at  our  office,  yours  to  command  for 
contacting  Alumnae,  etc. 
YOU  are  the  BOSS!  We  merely  act 
as  your  secretary  without  added  cost 
or  obligation  outside  of  your  set  bud- 
get   figure!! 

ENTHUSIASTIC  references  right  here  on 
your  campus — ask  for  them!  Also,  doz- 
ens  of   other   national    Fraternities   and 
Sororities    using    this    association    time 
after  time!  Whether  you   plan  a   dinner 
dance  —  dance  —  smoker    or    banquet, 
small  or  large— GET  OUR  ESTIMATES! 
*  OVER      50      PROMINENT      RADIO 
BANDS    at    the    leaders'    own    personal 
figure — no   salesmen    here   on    pay   rolls 
to   be   paid   for.   Here  is  an   association 
of,  for,  and  by  musicians — may  we  have 
the   pleasure  of  meeting  you   soon? 
Sincerely. 
Associated   Orchestras  and 
Complete  Party  Service. 
-DAY-  -EVE- 
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Book  Wor  m 

By  Lois  Goldstein 


The  New-Dealers  seem  eager  to  explain 
+hemseives  In  print  before  their  adversaries 
get  a  chance  to  do  so.  Following  the  presi- 
dent's example,  Secretary  Wallace  has  writ- 
ten a  boolc.  This,  read  with  Herbert  Hoover's 
Challenge  to  Liberty,  presents  an  unbiased 
picture  of  the  present  situation.  For  those 
who  prefer  Winchell  to  Brisbane,  we  suggest 
Ike  Hoover's  book  on  the  White  House. 
Here  is  all  the  backstairs  gossip  about  the 
president's  personal  habits,  their  guests,  and 
the  breaches  of  etiquette  of  both. 


Fiction  rolls  its  ceaseless  course  out  of  the 
typewriter,  through  the  press,  and  Into  the 
rental  libraries.  The  last  of  the  post-war 
novels  was  hailed  with  relief  by  Stirling 
North  in  the  form  of  Bernard  De  Voto's  We 
Accept  With  Pleasure.  Now  that  the  lost 
war  generation  has  had  its  say  through  the 
mouthpiece  of  Hemingway,  Faulkner,  Brit- 
tain,  and  hundreds  of  others,  we  wonder  If 
the  "depression  generation"  shall  rise  In  an 
orgy  of  lamentation  and  self  pity. 


it  seems  that  the  muses  have  apportioned 
their  gifts  equally  In  this  new  communistic 
order  of  authors.  However,  we  sigh  for  the 
lost  splendour  of  the  lone  aristocracy.  Even 
a  titanic  dictator  would  satisfy. 


Drop  in  at 


The  Book  Nook! 
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W hoa,  There  / 

BY  VIRGINIA  LEE 

Northwestern  coeds,  long 
noted  for  their  beauty  and 
versatility,  have  conquered 
another  field — the  bridle  path. 

•  HORSES  • 


•  "The  old  grey  mare,  she  ain't  what  she  used  to  be  " 
but  she  still  holds  her  own-particularly  with  the  fe- 
male rider.  Campus  coeds  are  c-r-azy  over  horses  this 
year.  Believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  twenty  damsels 
willingly  stirrup  out  of  bed  in  the  cold  Sabbath  dawn 
to  go  out  and  bounce  on  horses'  backs.  Mildred 
Sundquist,  Mickey  LeCron,  Jackie  Stuchlich,  Jane 
Albritton.  Deanie  Madsen,  Jerry  Pletz,  Ginnie  Smith, 
Aline  Graham,  and  Doris  Eberle  are  among  the  brave. 

Not  only  is  horseback  riding  too  smart  for  words, 
beneficial  to  the  liver,  the  figure,  and  the  disposition, 
but  passing  beginning,  intermediate,  and  advanced  rid- 
ing tests  gives  you  points  for  W.  A.  A.  and  the  Intra- 
mural score.  Later  on  polo  will  be  introduced  and 
plans  are  shaping  for  a  spring  horse  show.  Levenia 
Loder  and  Mary  K.  Davidson  have  joined  a  class  for 
jumping  which  is  open  to  anyone  who  has  the  courage 
and  "sticktuitiveness." 

I  pause  to  give  vent  to  a  big  horse  laugh  when  I 
recall  the  Prince  of  Wales  club,  an  admirable  and 
unique  organization  whose  membership  continues  to 
grow.  Its  members  have  emulated  the  bonny  prince 
who  has  been  thrown  a  number  of  times  from  his 
mount.  Chuckie  Capron,  the  founder  of  the  club 
and  our  W.  A.  A.  president,  believes  that  falling  from 
a  horse  is  a  distinction  which  has  a  certain  dignity 
when  shared  with  royalty.  However,  we  have  to 
snicker  when  we  remember  the  time  Duckie  Luke's 
horse  decided  to  roll  over  in  a  stream- — what  a  ducking 
"Duckie"  got. 

Some  bright  day  come  out  to  the  stables  and  mount 
Pocahontas,  a  beautiful  black  horse.  Lightening  who 
is  maddeningly  slow.  Dawn,  Stardust,  Hotspur,  or 
Please  Patronize      •      Our  Advertisers 


Joseph  Salon  Shoes 

Style-wise  moderns  will 
find  shoes  befitting  their 
fastidious    style    ideas! 
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even  Whiteface  who  is  ideal  for  qualmy  beginners. 
Also  watch  aspiring  and  perspiring  pupils  bob  up  and 
down  in  the  ring  as  the  riding-master,  teaching  the 
not  so  gentle  art  of  posting,  repeats  "one,  two.  three, 
and   up." 

Whether  or  not  pledges  believe  they  might  as  well 
begin  to  accept  the  hard  knocks  and  rubs  of  life,  they 
have  certainly  turned  out  for  riding.  Phyllis  Brad- 
shaw  and  Gale  Kimball  are  charming  Kappa  eques- 
triennes, while  pretty  Doris  Jean  Reisenberg  represents 
the  Alpha  Phis,  short,  cute  Patsy  Jones  the  Pi  Phis, 
vivacious  Pat  Ross  the  Alpha  Chis,  and  blond  Marion 
Mansfield  the  Gamma  Phis. 

Liz  Blair  temporarily  deserts  her  Y.  W.  duties  to 
ride  though  her  rides  now  are  no  longer  so  pleasantly 
solitary  as  they  were  at  one  time.  Dark-haired  Mar- 
ion Brummell,  Gamma  Phi,  and  Amy  'Veerhoff, 
Kappa's  blond  beauty,  are  the  perfectly  groomed 
horsewomen,  Florence  Zivi  is  as  actively  efficient  in 
this  sport  as  she  is  in  other  divisions  of  the  W,  A,  A. 
while  Chi  Omega  boasts  of  Catherine  McClelland's 
skill,  Vivian  Skinner,  that  ruddy-cheeked  gal  from 
Florida,  is  also  an  enthusiastic  rider. 

Pink-coated  and  high-hatted  riders  of  a  certain 
hunting  club  who  have  made  the  O-Ki-Hi  stables  a 
stopping  place,  were  generous  enough  to  tell  Mr 
Taylor  that  if  any  students  desired  to  hunt  with 
them,  t'were  possible.  How's  that  for  an  invitation? 
"Ta-ta-tee-ta-ta-tee-ta-to! — a-hunting    we    will    go." 

Some  day  we  expect  to  see  a  class  of  girls  knitting 
on  horseback.  Wouldn't  that  be  an  ideal  combina- 
tion  of  Northwestern's   two   favorite   feminine   fads? 


Say  You  Saw  It 


in  the  Parrot! 


Going  to  Michigan? 

Travel  in  comfort  on  the  Mich- 
igan Central  Wildcat  Special 
—  Round  trip  $6.70 — Limited 
number  of  tickets  on   sale   at 

101   U.  H.  HALL 
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•  FOOTBALL  • 


A  Mr.  John  A.  Menaugh,  writing  in  the  Sunday 
Graphic  Section  of  the  World's  Greatest  News- 
paper, recently  made  the  following  observations: 

"In  the  central  highlands  of  Angola,  a  Portuguese 
possession  on  the  West  Coast  of  Africa,  dwell  strange 
people  called  Ovimbundu  (People  of  the  Fog).  These 
People  of  the  Fog,  who,  it  is  possible,  get  their  name 
from  the  heavy  morning  mists  that  hang  over  the 
Benguela  highlands  in  which  they  dwell,  are  be- 
lieved ..." 

And  so  it  went  on,  truly  an  enlightening  bit  of 
literature  on  these  folks  who  dwell  some  lo.ooo  miles 
from  these  parts.  But  Mr.  Menaugh  didn't  have  to 
travel  all  the  way  to  Africa  for  a  story  on  the  People 
of  the  Fog. 

Consider  this  fragment  from  another  article  which 
also  discoursed  at  som,e  length  upon  a  race  bearing 
the  same  identical  title — People  of  the  Fog.  The 
author?  It  may  have  been  one  of  many  persons — 
a  football  coach,  a  millionaire,  a  member  of  the 
alumni,  a  butcher,  a  baker,  a  candlestick  maker  .  .  . 
anyone.  May  we  quote  in  part  from  this  second 
treatise? 

"In  the  far  reaches  of  the  United  States,  from  the 
Rock-bound  Coasts  of  Maine  to  the  Sun-kissed  Shores 
of  California  and  from  the  Haunts  of  Minnesota's 
Mighty  Gophers  to  the  Haven  of  Huey  P.  Long,  dwell 
a  strange  race  of  people  called  Quarterbacks  (People 
of  the  Fog) .  These  People  of  the  Fog,  who,  it  is 
possible,  derive  their  name  from  the  heavy  mists  which 
hang  over  their  brains  on  balmy  Saturday  afternoons 
in  September,  October  and  sometimes  December,  are 
believed  ..." 

And  now,  George  Potter  —  Quarterback  George 
Potter  —  in  the  words  of  the  Old  Maestro — 'Torgivc 
me."  You  snarl,  and  rightfully  so —  "Here's  a  guy 
who  knows  nothing  about  quarterbacking,  referring 
to  me  and  my  kind  as  People  of  the  Fog!  Why,  the 
g$OE£^*jSc*] — I  If  they.ever  threw  him  into  a  tough 
ball  game  (as  if  they  would)  with  his  team  leading 
7  to  6,  fourth  down,  two  minutes  left  to  play  and  in 
possession  of  the  ball  on  his  own  14-yard  line  I 
betcha  he'd  call  a  fumble!"  (You're  wrong  there. 
George.      I'd  call  for  a  place-kick.) 


HOWEVFR,  enough  of  this  bickering.  The 
Purple  Sportlite  has  referred  to  the  race  of  Quar- 
terbacks as  a  People  of  the  Fog.  George,  you're  a 
quarterback,  a  member  of  the  most  misunderstood  and 
abused  of  the  football  folk.  Why  does  the  quarter- 
back do  certain  things?  Why  doesn't  he  do  certain 
things!"  Is  the  Monday  Morning  Quarterback,  as  he 
claims,  more  qualified  to  run  his  favorite  ball  club  than 
the  Saturday  Afternoon   Quarterback? 

"Well,"  (and  we  now  have  the  quarterback  of 
Northwestern's  Wildcats  speaking)  "I'd  be  glad  to 
say  a  few  things  on  the  position  held  down  by  the 
.  .  .  er  .  .  .  what  was  it  .  .  .  People  of  the  Fog? 

"This  is  my  third  season  at  the  helm  of  a  Western 
Conference  football  club.  I  played  my  first  inter- 
collegiate game  against  Nebraska  in  193  i.  I'll  play 
my  last  against  Michigan  on  November  24.  During 
that  span  I've  been  with  a  winning  squad  and  I've 
struggled  along  with  a  losing  squad. 

"In  1931  we  tied  for  the  Big  Ten  title,  losing  only 
one  game — a  post-season  charity  affair  with  Purdue. 
In  '32  we  were  just  a  so-so  outfit.  Last  fall  I  did 
not  play  and  this  year  we  sagged  badly  in  our  earlier 
games,  then  rallied  with  a  triumph  over  a  heavy  Wis- 
consin eleven.  In  mv  three  seasons  of  football  at 
Northwestern  I  have  been  a  member  of  an  excellent, 
fair  and  poor  team. 

"As  anyone  knows,  it  is  the  quarterback's  duty  to 
direct  the  attack  of  his  etam.  He  must  ascertain  the 
weaknesses  in  the  opposition's  defense  and  then  ham- 
mer at  these  vulnerable  spots.  When  his  team  scores 
everything  is  well  and  good.  But  when  his  mates 
have  the  ball  on  their  opponent's  six-yard  line  and 
fail  to  register  in  four  downs — well,  the  Monday 
Morning  Quarterbacks  begin  to  chant  their  signals. 

"A  good  many  people  commend  or  ridicule  a  quar- 
terback with  their  eyes  and  thoughts  centered  only 
upon  his  backfield.  They  see  Fullback  Jones  make 
six  yards  through  center,  then  Halfback  Clark  cut  off 
tackle  for  eight  more  and  a  first  down  and  they  ex- 
claim— 'Boy.  that  quarterback  is  certainly  running  the 
team  this  afternoon.     How  he's  mixing  up  his  attack 

{Continued   on   Page   }4) 
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0  Hendrick  Shipstead,  senator  from  the  state  of  Minnesota.  Catherine 
Waugh  McCulloeh,  lawyer,  Master  in  Chancery,  superior  court  of 
Cook  county,  LL.B.,  1886.  Gonevisve  Forbes  Herrlck,  newspaper  cor- 
respondent in  Washington,  testified  before  congressional  committee 
on  immigration  regulations,  B.  A.,  1916.  William  A.  Hard,  writer, 
Washington  correspondent,  B.A.,  1900.  Homer  B.  Vanderblue,  econ- 
omist, formerly  professor  of  business  economics  at  Harvard  University, 
vice-president  of  Tri-Contlnental  Corporalion,  B.  A.  1911,  M.A.,  1912. 
Carl  Beecher,  composer,  musician,  dean  of  the  Northwestern  School 
of  Music,  Music  1908.  Edwin  J.  Stringham,  composer,  head  of  the 
Music  department  at  Columbia   University,   Music    1920. 
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Gridiron  Flashbacks 

By  George   Stinson 

Flashing  back  through  the  years  —  touching  the  high 
spots  that  made  gridiron  history  at  Northwestern.  If 
you're  going  to  the  Michigan  Game,  you'll  enjoy  this. 

•  SPORTS  • 


9  November  twenty-fourth,  nineteen  hundred  and  thirty- 
four  .  .  .  Scene — Michigan  Stadium  .  .  .  Event — Eleventh 
Annual  Renewal  of  a  tradition  of  the  gridiron,  North- 
western vs.  Michigan  .  .  .  Not  many  years  ago — in  the 
hands  of  these  teams  were  big  ten  titles  .  .  .  Today — the 
Purple  and  the  Maize  and  Blue  only  appear  In  the  "also 
ran"  column  of  the  Western  Conference  championship 
race  .  .  .  But — there  is  still  the  same  keen  rivalry — student 
spirit  and  support — inspired  football  .  .  .  No  other  big  ten 
tradition  holds  in  its  glamorous  history  the  thrills — upsets 
— rallies — fighting  spirit  that  are  found  in  the  stories  that 
the  years  can  tell  of  Michigan  vs.  Northwestern  .  .  . 

1892 — hlopeful  launching — tensloned  teams  yielded  one 
touchdown  for  each  side  .  .  .  Purple's  second  goal-bound 
drive  gave  up  five  more  points  In  that  day  when  touch- 
downs counted  for  one  less  point  than  today  .  .  .  Michi- 
gan's counter  field  goal  left  Northwestern  victor  by  10-8 
in  its  first  encounter  .  .  . 

1892 — Disheartening  setback  .  .  .  Michigan  scored  walk- 
away with  sixty-point  margin  over  foe  .  .  .  but  on  to  .  .  . 
•  Year — 1898  .  .  .  First  game  in  Evanston  .  .  .  Sheppard 
Field — taxed  to  capacity  and  very  wet  .  .  .  for  Michigan 
— brute  strength  and  weight  ...  for  N.  U. — brains  .  .  . 
High  Spots — Northwestern  scored  5-point  touchdown  and 
makes  quick  try  for  goal  before  Michigan  has  lined  up  on 
side — kick  is  no  good — Purple  demands  second  try  on  off- 
sides plea — Referee  refuses — Tribune  reports:  "Officials' 
work  unsatisfactory" — Michigan  scores  and  kicks  goal  .  .  . 
"Rival  rooters  tore  loose  discordant  mouthfuls  of  noise" 
.  .  .  Extra — Teams  fight  for  possession  of  ball  after  game 
.  .  .  Final  Score — Michigan  6 —  N.  U.  5  .  .  . 

And  in  1901 — Michigan  triumphs  again  .  .  .  but  in  slug- 
gish 1917  N.  U.  turns  tables  and  makes  2  I  points  to  Michi- 
gan's 12... 


.  .  .  Memorable  for  those  who  saw — 1919  .  .  .  Scene — 
Ferry  Field  .  .  .  Time — Third  quarter — Purple  13 — Maize 
and  Blue  2  .  .  .  Wizard — Yost  .  .  .  Moss-covered  Statue  of 
Liberty  play  with  Weston  back  to  pass — flashing  Sparks 
takes  poised  ball — skirts  right  end — N.  U.  13 — Michigan  9 
.  .  .  Fourth  quarter — Michigan  fights  desperately  the 
Bachman-tralned  Purple — Watchword — "Win  or  lose  the 
score  will  be  small" — Both  teams  exhausted — ^Then — Michi- 
gan rallies — N.  U.  yields  ground  to  touchdown  drive — 
Journalist — "Greatest  rally  ever  seen" — Final — Michigan 
16— N.  U.   13  .  .  . 

•  Only  for  Michigan  to  report — 192-4 — Maize  and  Blue 
27 — Purple  0  .  .  .  and  then  .  .  .  Famous  Battle  in  the  Mud 
.  .  .  Wind — high  .  .  .  Rain — heavy  .  .  .  Walter  Eckersall — 
"Never  saw  worse  field"  .  .  .  Crowd — 20,000  hoarsely 
cheering  rooters  .  .  .  Early  action — N.  U.  kicks,  Michigan 
fumbles,  Mathews  (N.  U.)  recovers  and  starts  run  for  goal 
— Purple  Captain  Tim  Lowry  tackles  muddy  teammate  on 
two-yard  line — ^"Lowry  beats  own  team  out  of  touchdown 
— mistakes  him  for  Michigan  man" — N.  U.  makes  three 
tries  to  cover  coveted  two  yards — falls  three  times — then 
— Lewis  back  to  kick  field  goal — ball  wavers  In  air — hesi- 
tates over  bar — drops  true — N.  U.  3 — Michigan  0  .  .  . 
Second  quarter — N.  U.  kicks  to  Michigan,  Michigan  kicks 
to  N.  U.,  N.  U.  kicks  .  .  .  Third  quarter— N.  U.'s  ball  on 
own  one-yard  line — Brains  of  Tim  Lowry — Wolverines  re- 
ceive free  gift  of  two  points — Wildcats  kick  from  tv/enty- 
yard  line  after  deliberate  safety  .  .  .  Fourth  quarter — Punt, 
punt,  punt  .  .  .  Final  score — N.  U.  3 — Michigan  2  .  .  . 
1932 — 1933 — Recent  history — Too  well  known  .  .  . 

©.  .  .  As  we  were  saying  .  .  .  1934  .  .  .  November  24th 
.  .  .  Scene — Michigan  Field  .  .  .  Watchword — "On  to 
Michigan — and  may  the  best  team  win!" 


PLEASE  TELL 


GEORGE  AND  BUD  THAT  YOU  SAW 


THEIR  AD  HERE! 


Briargate  1581 

Lone  Ranger  Inn 

1951-3  HOWARD  ST. 

CHAR-COAL   ^-^^ 


STEAKS 


GEORGE  M.  KENDALL 


CHICKENS 
SANDWICHES 

BEER     ON     TAP 


BARBECUED 

SPARE  RIBS 


BUD  PLASKETT 
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Hot   Rocks 

BY  ED  VAN  DYNE 

Remember  that  Geology 
Field  Trip  you  took?  Or 
were  you,  too,  at  the  Navy 
Ball  the  night  before?  Anna- 
how  —  Brother  Van  Dyne 
records  most  inimitably  his 
reactions  to  this  curse  of  all 
good  L.  A.  Freshmen. 

•  HUMOR  • 

C  Early  morning.  Cold  drizzling  rain.  Four  buses 
in  front  of  U.  H.  Buses  filled  with  eager,  intellec- 
tually curious  groups.  Pencils,  notebooks  ready.  A 
straggler,  returning  from  the  Navy  Ball,  staggers  in. 
The   buses   start.      Topography   good.      Nice   houses. 

Stop  one:  Tolson  Bar.  Everyone  piles  out.  Much 
taking  notes  in  the  rain.  "What  does  the  broad  beach 
signify?"  asks  the  instructor.  "Low  tide."  Instructor 
registers   disgust.      More    notes. 

Stop  two:  Wheeling.  Blue  Ribbon  Bar.  Beer 
good.  Stop  proves  interesting  to  many.  No  notes 
taken,  mostly  small  change.  One  boy  flashes  a  dol- 
lar bill.  Noted  by  all.  Bus  driver  becomes  impatient. 
No  intellectual  curiosity.  Honks  horn  many  times. 
Interested  group  finally  rounded  up. 

Stop  three:  Skokie  Marsh.  Boy  in  hat  introduces 
self  to  beautiful   blonde.      No  important   notes. 

Stop  four:  Algonquin.  Must  be  an  Indian  village. 
Indians  dash  to  hotel.  Beer  is  lousy.  Shows  signs 
of  weathering.  Boy  doing  well  with  blonde.  Less 
notes. 

Stop  five:  Kettles.  No  one  understands.  There 
is  dump  nearby,  but  no  old  kettles.     No  notes. 

Stop  six.  Turn  around.  Wrong  road.  Looks 
bad  for  the  geologists  with  all  those  maps. 

Stop  seven:  Long  stop.  Bus  stuck  in  mud.  Clay 
formations.  Still  raining.  Strong  arm  guys  show 
stuff.  Get  bus  out.  Driver  tries  to  turn  around. 
Backs  off  road.  Rear  wheel  disappears  in  mud.  Boy 
disappears  with  blonde.  Model  T  Ford  appears  with 
horse's  ears  showing  behind.  Instructor  points  out 
unusual  formation.  Horse  should  come  before  cart. 
Bright  student  volunteers  information.  Horse  is  push- 
ing with  his  head.  T  job  reaches  top  of  hill.  Farm 
boy  leads  horse  out  from  behind.  Horse  also  unusual 
formation.  Gullies  on  sides.  Pronounced  ridges. 
Sloping  back.  Meanders  all  over  road.  Husky  farm 
boy  tries  hard  to  mount  horse.  Gets  arms  around 
horse's  neck.  Cannot  get  leg  over  horse's  back.  Tries, 
fails.  Tries,  fails.  Tries,  succeeds.  Lusty  cheer  goes 
up  from  students.  Farm  boy  kicks  heels  in  Horse's 
ribs,  makes  statement,  "Hain't  the  first  time  I  rode." 
Horse  and  farm  boy  meander  off.  Two  more  buses 
come.  Everyone  piles  in.  Original  occupants  crowd- 
ed into  jump  seats.      Some  words  about  seats.   Rain 

stops.  (Continued  on   Page   35) 
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Now,  Mr.  Pipe-Smoker,  you 
may  have  the  tobacco  flavor 
you  enjoy,  with  the  mildness  that 
makes  comfortable  smoking  a  cer- 
tainty. 

Edgeworth,  from  the  finest  pipe 
tobacco  grown,  gives  you  rich, 
full-bodied  flavor — and  is  so  mild 
you  can  smoke  it  all  day  long. 

Smokes  slowly — a  tin  lasts  a 
long  time.  Some  smokers  report 
fifty  minutes  to  an  hour  per  pipe- 
ful. So — why  punish  yourself  with 


"cheap"  tobacco  when  a  15;?  tin  of 
Edgeworth  gives  you  many  more 
hours  of  smoking  pleasure.  It's 
not  the  first  cost — it's  the  hours 
you  get  in  smoking  that  count. 

Besides  the  15(z'  pocket  package, 
Edgeworth  is  sold  in  all  sizes 
up  to  pounds.  Some  in  vacuum 
packed  tins  in  which  the  tobacco 
remains  the  same  in  any  climate. 
Made  and  guaranteed  by  Larus  fie 
Bro.  Co.,  Tobacconists  since  1877, 
Richmond,  Va. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS  ^om 

MILDNESS  .^^2^  FLAVOR 
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THE  PRIZE  CRACK^*!>«MONTH 


She — "You  give  me  such  crazy  kisses." 
He — "That's  because  my  lips  are  cracked. 


The  winner  of  this   month's   prize — a    box   of 
assorted   Life  Savers — is  Francelle  Jacobson. 


LIFE  SAVER 
CONTEST 

#  Why  don't  YOU  drag  down  a  box  of  assorted  Life 
Savers?  Just  send  in  your  prize  crack  of  the  nnonth  to  the 
Purple  Parrot,  and,  if  it's  good,  the  prize  is  yours — all  edi- 
tors' decisions  are  final. 

PATRONIZE     9     OUR  ADVERTISERS 

AT  THE  END  OF  A 
PERFECT    SMOKE 


When  you  lay  down  your  cigarette, 
pop  a  Life  Saver  on  your  tongue. 
These  cooUng  rings  of  mint  take 
away  the  burn  and  leave  only  the 
yearn    .    .    .    for  another  cigarette. 

THRILL  YOUR  TASTE  WITH   SPEAR-O-MINT   LIFE  SAVERS ..  .THEY'RE   NEW 


Les  Femmes  Sans  Hommes 

BY  ETHEL  JANE  MOE 

Women,  women,  everywhere 
— and  not  a  man  in  sight! 
That's  how  it  is  on  the  Rifle 
Range  and  Soccer  Field. 

•  ARTICLE  • 

•  Howdy,  girls  1  Your  coed  reporter  heard  the  other 
day  that  at  Harvard  they  tell  the  "strong  sex"  that 
next  to  an  enemy  warship,  a  woman  is  most  danger- 
ous. If  on  the  last  date  your  latest  flame  seemed  to 
be  cooling  off,  dash  down  to  the  rifle  range.  First, 
you  and  your  rifle  pals  can  try  to  shoot  each  other, 
then  you  can  wipe  out  the  R.  O.  T.  C,  and  if  you 
have  not  staged  a  fadeout  by  that  time,  you  will  be 
well  equipped  to  show  the  bored  B.  F.  how  danger- 
ous women  can  be. 

After  the  first  Monday  before  Thanksgiving.  Chief- 
Gunner's-Mate  Nash  will  be  on  hand  to  show  you 
the  right  technique.  This  year,  for  the  first  time, 
rifle  will  be  an  inter-mural  sport,  and  competition  for 
the  W.  A.  A.  individual  women's  tournament  cup 
will  be  open  to  everyone.  Rifle  has  boasted  a  number 
of  stars  in  previous  years.  Jean  Morton,  the  modest 
head  of  this  sport  and  her  able  co-worker,  Sybil 
Nyborg,  are  always  around  the  range.  If  you  see  a 
wild  group  of  photographers  trying  to  get  a  picture, 
you  know  that  Celeste  Gianakopolus  is  the  center  of 
attraction. 

If  you  pass  the  soccer  field,  the  smiling  countenance 
of  Virginia  Dawes,  the  head  of  this  sport,  will  greet 
you.  Ginny  has  been  having  a  gay  time,  (She  is  one 
of  those  goal  guards,  fellows.)  The  other  soccerites 
must  crave  her  position,  for  she  has  had  to  dodge 
several  well-aimed  balls  of  late.  The  two  hefty 
kickers,  Lucille  Toman  and  Anna  Weber,  also  Flor- 
ence Zivi,  dancing's  gift  to  soccer,  and  tiny  Janice  Hall 
are  the  main  enthusiasts  in  this  sport. 


Simply  Mention    •    Their  Ad  in  the  Parrot 


Student  Special! 

AT  COVE  HOUSE 

1618  Chicago  Avenue 

LUNCHEON  DINNERS 

30-40  55-60 

For  Parties  Call  GREenleaf  9311 
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Faculty  Facts  and  Faces 

BY    BETTY   CHAPMAN 

"When  in  trouble,  go  to 
Stacky" — a  word  to  the  wise 
is  often  sufficient.  Here  are 
a  few  dozen  words  that  the 
wise  young  coed  will  do  well 
to  heed. 

•  ARTICLE  • 

•  Even  the  lowliest  freshman  has  already  probably 
heard  the  password  "when  in  trouble  go  to  Stacky," 
and  she  certainly  is  the  person  to  whom  to  go.  Never 
since  she  herself  left  college 
in  Texas  has  she  done  any 
work  but  help  unknowing 
students  extricate  themselves 
from  their  difficulties,  and 
find  a  place  for  themselves. 
At  first,  she  did  organiza- 
tional work  with  the  Bap- 
tist Society.  That  and  the 
Y.  W.  C.  A.  were  the  only 
organizations  allowed  in 
Texas  colleges  and  universi- 
ties at  the  time,  and  she  says, 
with  a  twinkle  in  her  eye, 
that  the  Baptist  gave  her 
more  freedom.  Next  came  a 
directorship  of  social  activi- 
ties in  the  Texas  State  Mrs.  Persing 
Teachers'    College,    and,    finally.    Northwestern. 

Poor  "Stacky"  hates  publicity,  so  this  revelation 
will  make  her  unhappy  I  fear,  but  from  reliable  sources 
we  hear  she  is  a  wonderful  cook.  This — perhaps  to 
atone  for  the  fact  that  she  likes  spinach,  carrots,  and 
all  those  horrible  vegetables  so  good  for  one;  and  the 
fact  that  her  hobby  is  gardening,  a  much  too  old-maid- 
ish occupation  for  one  so  full  of  life  and  interest. 

Not  wishing  you  new-comers  any  difficulties,  but  I 
hope  you  have  to  pay  her  a  visit  some  time.  You'll 
enjoy  yourselves. 


Juniors 

and 

Organizations 

^       >       ^ 

Your  loyalty  and  interest  in  your 
Syllabus  shown  in  the  past  is  a  mark 
of  excellence. 

Do  your  part — and  make  appoint- 
ments for  Photographs  NOW. 

>  ♦  ♦ 

Eugene  L  Ray 

OfRcial  Photographer  for 
Northwestern    University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave. :  Uni.  2238 


Remember 


the  Parrot! 


Say  You  Saw  It     •     in  the  Parrot! 


Sjiiartesfi/uyeAi 

CHIFCO 
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Especially  Lovely  in  Ringless 

NEUMODE  HOSIERY  SHOP 

631  DAVIS  STREET 


VERY  often  in  univer- 
sity activities  there 
arises  the  need  for  print- 
ing. Students  feel  a 
great  deal  of  satisfac- 
tion in  being  able  to 
take  such  printing  prob- 
lems to  an  organization 
like  Lloyd  Hollister  Inc. 
for  courteous  and  prac- 
tical assistance. 


LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC. 

Printers  ■  Publishers  -  Engravers 

1232  Central  Avenue 
WILMETTE:  ILLINOIS 

•SHELDRAKE  1216 
•GREENLEAF  4300 
•  WILMETTE  4300 
•WINNETKA       500 
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Exquisite 
Grooming 

is  necessary  for  all 
occasions 

MODERATE  PRICES  PREVAIL 


Co-Ed  Beauty  Spot 


The  outstanding  and  most  modern  Beauty  Shop  in  Evanston 

1736  Sherman  Ave.     Phones  Uni.  1  120-Gre.  9437 
—  MEET  HER  HERE  — 


PATRONIZE     «     OUR  ADVERTISERS 


TYPING 

Themes                 Theses 

Quickly,  Accurately 

Since   1918  for  Students  and   Fac 

Manuscripts 

ulty 

Multigraphing     Mimeographing 

Addressing 

Evanston  Letter  Service 

615  Davis  Street                                       University  6145 

Say  You  Saw  It     •     in  the  Parrot! 
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Come  to  the 
Beautiful 

WALNUT 
ROOM 

n  the  Air"   play  nightly  for 
jrtained   by  a   vibrant  floor 
ms  "known  for  good  food." 

.  .  equipped  with  the  lat- 
lext   door  to   everything   in 

ge  on  week  nights, 
lus  tax. 

^RCK 

HICAeO 

A  SALLE 

.     ^'  HI       iiii    llilijl 

I,    [jjl       IJIII   .1111 

Where  Art  Kassel  and  his  "Kassels 
your  dancing.    You  will  also   be  ent 
show.  Five  other  delightful  dining  roc 

The  most  modern  hotel  in  the  loop 
est  conveniences  for  comfort  .   .   . 
downtown  Chicago. 

No  minimum— no  cover  cha 

Saturday  $1.50   p 

BIXMi 

HOTEL       C 

RANDOLPH  AT  I 

•  News    Re-Vues  • 

(Continued  from  Page   i }) 

NOW  for  football:  as  this  is  written,  the  team 
is  fresh  from  the  Wisconsin  victory  and  has 
the  Illinois  game  staring  it  in  the  face;  by  the  time 
it  appears  in  print  the  Michigan  game  will  be  the 
big  topic  of  conversation,  with  the  Illinois  and  Notre 
Dame  contests  perhaps  painful  subjects.  The  talk 
right  now  is  that  Dick  Hanley  is  now  serving  his 
last  season  as  Northwestern's  football  coach;  even  if 
he  wins  the  (now)  remaining  three  games  on  the 
schedule,  the  wise  men  say,  he  is  out.  And  certain 
observers  have  put  the  thing  to  us  in  very  logical 
fashion.      They  argue  this  way; 

This  is  Hanley's  third  straight  losing  season.  The 
freshman  material  is  not  very  good.  If  a  new  coach 
were  imported  for  next  year,  that  fact  would  serve 
as  an  alibi  for  another  losing  season;  without  that 
alibi  Northwestern  hardly  dares  risk  a  fourth  poor 
year,  what  with  Chicago  turning  out  a  real  football 
team  after  all  these  years  and  luring  swarms  of  cash 
customers  to  the  Midway  each  Saturday. 

The  complaint  against  Hanley  is  that  he  tries  to 
fit  his  men  to  the  Warner  system  rather  than  fitting  a 
system  to  his  men.  Northwestern  has  a  corps  of 
small,  fast  backs  which  would  gladden  the  heart  of 
many  a  mentor;  they  are  simply  wasted  by  Hanley's 
efforts  to  make  them  execute  Warner  power  plays. 
The  next  coach,  if  Hanley  goes,  will  probably  be  a 
man  noted  for  his  ability  to  use  little  men  well;  for 
Northwestern  simply  hasn't  the  man-power  that  Ohio 
State.  Minnesota  and  almost  every  other  Big  Ten 
school  has. 

THERE  are  those  who  think  that  Hanley  would 
be  glad  to  leave  Northwestern.  He  has  an  eye 
on  the  Pacific  coast,  and  it  is  supposed  to  have  an  eye 
on  him.  He  is  also  being  mentioned  as  a  coach  of 
the  Chicago  Cardinals  of  the  pro  league.  When, 
and  if.  he  goes,  the  dope  says  that  Charley  Bachman 
of  Michigan  State,  Ralph  Jones  of  Lake  Forest  or 
Ray  Morrison  of  Southern  Methodist  will  be  the  next 
Purple  mentor. 

But  your  guess  is  as  good  as  ours.  Meanwhile, 
the  main  idea  is;  Beat  Michigan! 

See  you  at  Ann  Arbor. 


•  In  The  Purple  Sportlight  • 

(Continued  from   Page   2j) 

and  using  those  backs.'  These  people  fail  to  realize 
that  a  line  in  front  of  these  backs  is  'whipping'  the 
opposing  forward  wall  and  making  click  anything 
the  quarterback  calls. 

"I  have  always  stuck  to  one  policy  in  regard  to  my 
quarterbacking,  namely  —  If  you're  losing,  take 
chances.  You  might  as  well  be  beaten  by  three  touch- 
downs as  one.  Either  you  win  or  you  don't  win. 
Moral  victories  may  have  their  points  but  they  aren't 
apparent  in  the  records. 

"In  my  first  year  (1931)  I  didn't  have  many 
opportunities  to  fall   back  on  my   'shoot  the   works' 

(Concluded   on    next   page) 
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•    Hot  Rocks    • 

{Continued   from    Page    }o) 

Stop  eight:  Valley  pointed  out.  Instructor:  "What 
is  its  age?"  "thirty-eight,"  "It  is  but  a  papoose," 
"Look  at  its  teeth."  The  instructor  is  not  completely 
satisfied  with  answers.  Gives  long  lecture.  Some 
one  starts  singing  "The  Man  on  the  Flying  Trapeze." 
Everyone  joins  in. 

Stop  nine:  Wrong  road  again.  Looks  like  driver 
must  have  done  some  geologic  research  in  the  villages 
himself. 

Stop  ten:  Raining  again.  Sit  on  ground  and  take 
questions.  Look  at  bunch  of  stones.  Co-eds  would 
rather  go  window  shopping  in  jewelry  store  for  their 
stones.     No  choice. 

Stop  eleven:  Hot  bath.  Vick's.  Trip  success  if  no 
pneumonia.  Can't  wait  for  next  one.  Send  thank- 
you  note  to  geology  department.     Nuts!! 


•   In   the   Purple  Sport  Lite  • 

(Continued  from  preceding  page) 

policy  because  we  were  generally  out  in  front.  But 
the  last  couple  of  seasons  I  have  had  ample  chances 
to  put  my  theory  into  practice.  Sometimes  it  has 
worked  and  everything  was  O.  K.  And  then  again 
it  flopped  and  the  Monday  Morning  boys  had  me 
fried  in  butter. 

"In  1932  we  tied  Purdue  7-up  with  a  last  quarter 
pass  from  Rentner  to  myself.  I  called  the  pass  on  third 
down,  with  about  three  yards  to  go  and  our  team  in 
possession  of  the  ball  deep  in  Boilermaker  territory. 
According  to  orthodox  football,  I  should  have  plunged 
for  those  three  and,  if  I  missed  it,  passed  on  fourth 
down.  I  crossed  'em  up  by  passing  and  the  gamble 
produced  a  tie  ball  game.  They  say  my  judgment 
was  sound  on  that  play.  The  only  reason  they  say 
so  is  because  it  worked. 
(C-qUT  consider  this.     In  the  Ohio  State  game  this 

XJyear,  with  the  Bucks  out  in  front  13  to  7,  I 
decided  to  do  some  more  gambling.  It  was  the  third 
quarter,  the  ball  was  in  our  possession  in  midfield  and 
it  was  fourth  down  and  three.  I  decided  to  try  and 
make  it  and  called  a  shovel  pass.  It  failed.  We  lost 
the  ball  and  Ohio  forced  us  deep  into  our  own  terri- 
tory with  a  punt.  We  stayed  deep  in  our  own  terri- 
tory for  the  rest  of  the  game.  They  say  my  bad 
judgment  on  this  play — passing  instead  of  punting — 
made  the  score  28  to  6  instead  of  i  3  to  6.  But  we 
would  have  been  beaten  either  way,  wouldn't  we? 

"And  that's  the  way  it  goes,  A  quarterback  is 
either  dead  from  the  ears  up  or  the  most  brilliant  guy 
who  ever  cleared  a  gridiron." 

"Well,  George,"  (this  is  the  guy  who  'spots'  the 
Purple  Sportlite  breaking  in)  "there's  one  play  they'll 
never   question   your   judgment   on — it   was   perfect." 

"What's  that?" 

"The  one  in  the  Ohio  State  game,  'twas  on  the 
opening  kickofF.  How  far  did  you  go?  90  yards? 
That's  a  long  way  when  there's  eleven  guys  in  front 
of  you,  ready  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb.  Yes  sir. 
A  long,  long  way — but  you  made  it!" 


C/orduroy 


THE  arrival  of  corduroy  as  an  accepted  campus 
fashion  is  logically  in  line  with  the  "note  of  rug- 
ged individualism"  that  has  crept  into  the  university 
wardrobe 

Somehow,  of  all  fabrics,  corduroy  seems  to  tune  in 
most  harmoniously  with  the  serene  charm  of 
academic  life.  It  goes  well  with  pipes  and  books  and 
aspirations  .  .  .  and  even  with  girls! 

The  leading  university  shops  in  the  country  are  now 
featuring  tailored  outfits  of  Crompton  Corduroy 
in  models  that  are  as  keen  as  they  are  authentic. 
The  model   illustrated   is   currently  featured   by 

MARSHALL  FIELD  &  CO. 

CROMPTON -RICHMOND    COMPANY-INC. 

I  O  7  I  SIXTH  AVENUE  AT  4  I  ST  STREET.  NEW  YORK  CITY 
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•  HUMOR 


Shirley  of  five  had  been  informed  that  she  had  a 
new  baby  brother.  Upon  going  into  the  store  for  a 
bottle  of  milk,  she  told  the  grocer  about  it.  Answer- 
ing her  he  asked:  "Well,  well,  is  he  black  or  white?" 
Shirley  (much  surprised)  :  "Oh,  he's  white.  Black 
wouldn't  match  up  with  our  family." 

—Dodo 
^       ♦       <J> 

Dean:   "Young  man,  I  hear  you  expectorate  in  the 
classrooms." 

Fresh:    "Well,    why    not: 
home." 


Did  you  hear  about  the  man  who  had  a  stenog- 
rapher named  Virginia?  He  called  her  Virgin  for 
short  but  not  for  long. 

— M.  I.  T.  Voodoo 

«>♦<»> 

Dean:  "Know  you?  Why  I  knew  you  when  your 
mother  got  kicked  out  of  college." 

— Green  Coat 


I    rated    all    right    back 
— Yellow  Jacket 


She:   "Oh,  Hector,  I  love  you  so." 
He:   "So  what?" 


-Docfo 


And  then  there  is  the  question  of  what  Mahatma 
Gandhi  would  have  done  if  he  were  in  Sir  Walter's 
shoes  at  the  rescue  of  Queen  Elizabeth  from  the  mud 
puddle. 

— Widow 
^       ♦      <» 

"I  told  her  I  was  knee  deep  in  love  with  her." 
"Yes?  What  was  her  comeback?" 
"She  promised  to  keep  me  on  her  wading  list." 

— Log 

She  dropped  her  necklace  down  her  spine 

And  challenged  me  to  fetch  it. 
Should  I  be  modest  and  decline, 

Or  should  I  reach  and  ketch  it? 

— Pelican 


PLEASE 


PATRONIZE 


He:  "Had  a  date  with  a  World's  Fair  Gal  last 
night." 

2nd:   "How's  that?" 

He:  "If  I  had  spent  a  century  I  wouldn't  have 
made  any  progress. 

— Awgwan 

4.       ^      <$, 

"Boy,  is  that  girl  hard-boiled?" 
"Well,   if  you  were  in  hot  water  as  much  as  she 
was  you'd  be  hard-boiled,  too." 

— Froth 
^       ♦       •«> 

"What  makes  this  meat  taste  so  queer?"  inquired 
Mr.  Gish. 

"I  can't  imagine,"  responded  the  fond  bride,  "I 
burned  it  a  little  but  I  put  Ungentine  on  it  at  once." 

— Log 
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Champion 

The  Terse-Told  Tale 
BY  TOM  CARMODY 

O  The  youngster  was  up  first.  He  had  been  up  first 
most  of  the  afternoon  round.  The  old  man  watched 
him  plunge  the  yellow  tee  into  the  soft  ground; 
watched  him  poise  the  ball  on  the  slender  wooden 
perch;  saw  him  step  back  and  take  a  deep  breath. 
Then  he  felt  rather  than  saw  the  vicious  slash  of 
cabled  arms  and  steel  wrists,  and  was  listening 
to  the  polite  murmur  of  the  gallery.  Then  he 
was  teeing  his  ball;  fingering  his  own  club  as 
his  powerful  hands  nestled  familiarly  around 
the  grip.  Grimly  he  fixed  his  eye  on  the  ball 
from  whence  two  red  dots  stared  back  at  him.  Red. 
Her  favorite  color  had  been  red.  Ineffectually  he 
tried  to  brush  away  the  memory  of  her  red  beret  that 
used  to  stand  out  even  in  the  midst  of  the  huge  gal- 
leries that  pressed  to  see  his  every  stroke.  Abruptly 
the  red  spots  were  gone,  and  he  felt  his  body  swing 
around,  pulled  by  the  swinging  clubhead  as  his  hands 
automatically  settled  on  his  shoulder.  The  crowd 
'ohed'  as  the  ball  faded  off  into  the  rough.  He  scarcely 
realized  that  he  had  hit  it. 

Wearily  he  started  off  toward  his  ball.  He  could 
feel  that  the  crowd  was  saying,  "The  old  man's  tiring. 
The  kid'll  finish  this  by  the  thirtieth  hole."  "Old 
man."  They'd  been  calling  him  that  for  the  last  few 
seasons  now.  He  wasn't  really  old,  but  at  forty-six, 
when  you've  been  playing  tournament  golf  for  thirty 
years — .  He  hadn't  minded  being  referred  to  as  "old" 
while  she  was  with  him.  Together  they  laughed  at 
it,  made  a  joke  of  it.  "Pretty  good  for  an  old  man," 
she  had  kidded  him  the  summer  before  when  he  had 
won  the  State  Amateur  up  at  the  Capitol.  They 
had  laughed  then.  But  today  at  lunch  he  had  not 
laughed  when  someone  brought  him  a  freshly  printed 
extra  whose  headlines  blared:  "VETERAN  LEADS 
YOUTH  3  UP,  IN  AMATEUR  FINAL!"  He  had 
felt  no  exultation,  no  thrill.  Only  a  feeling  of  be- 
ing tired. 

•  The  youngster  was  shooting  first  again.  He  was 
playing  better  this  afternoon.  He  had  had  a  bad  start 
in  the  morning,  but  his  afternoon  spurt  had  pulled 
him  up  to  even  after  twenty-seven  holes.  The  old 
man  noticed  that  the  kid  was  swinging  much  more 
smoothly  than  he  had  been.  He  was  pretty  good 
this  kid.  His  game  was  not  as  solid  as  the  old  man 
would  wish  a  champion's  to  be,  but  then  you  couldn't 
expect  too  much.  He  could  remember  when  Jones 
was  just  a  temperrnental  kid.  He  could  remember 
them  all,  Jones,  Evans,  Ouimet,  Gardner — .  And 
himself.  He  hadn't  needed  to  take  strokes  from  any 
of  them.  With  her  there  to  cheer  him — ,  with  her 
teeth  flashing  in  her  flushed  cheeks  as  she  drove  her 
smaller  legs  to  keep  pace  with  his  long  ones.  How 
she  used  to  thrill  with  him  when  a  long  putt  dropped! 
How  she   would   mope  and   carry   on   when   he   lost! 


•  He  was  shooting  again.  The  match  was  even,  three 
holes  to  go.  He  realized  he  had  hung  on  this  long 
only  because  the  youngster  had  suddenly  developed 
buck  fever;  had  lapsed  into  his  morning  form.  The 
gallery  was  tensed  now.  Was  the  kid  going  to  crack 
right  at  the  moment  when  he  had  the  old  champ 
licked?  The  old  man  felt  the  tenseness.  He  noticed 
the  desperate  look  on  the  boy's  face.  He  remembered 
how  he  had  felt  the  first  time  he  had  played  in  the 
finals  of  this  Amateur  Championship.  How  he  had 
tightened  up  just  as  this  boy  was  doing.  And  then 
he  remembered  how  she  had  walked  along  beside  him 
gripping  his  hand.  She  had  steadied  him.  It  had 
been  the  first  Championship  he  had  won  for  her. 

They  were  putting  now,  on  the  thirty-fourth  green. 
He  was  away,  and  rolled  up  safely  for  a  four.  The 
boy,  who  had  been  trapped,  needed  a  six-footer  for 
a  half.  He  missed.  The  gallery  sighed.  They  liked 
this  youngster. 

One  up,  two  to  go.  Well,  he  ought  to  be  able  to 
hang  on  to  that  lead.  He  took  a  deep  breath.  For 
a  moment  he  reveled  in  the  beauty  of  the  green  fair- 
way stretching  before  him,  flanked  on  either  side  by  a 
thickness  of  forest  that  seemed  impenetrable.  In  an 
instant  his  heart  was  bursting  with  a  sudden  memory 
of  her.  She  had  loved  the  cultured  ruggedness  of  the 
golf-course.  She  never  failed  to  yield  to  the  beauty 
of  sweeping  lawn  and  tousled  rough.  She  loved  to 
run  her  hand  over  the  velvet  of  the  closely  mowed 
greens.  She  had  taught  him  to  feel  as  she  felt,  but 
then  he  and  she — . 

•  He  left  the  tee,  following  after  the  youngster.  His 
drive  was  well  down  the  middle,  but  the  boy  had 
hooked  into  the  rough.  The  old  man  watched  the 
boy  as  they  moved  down  the  course.  The  young 
one  was  tense,  tight-lipped.  He  banged  his  club  on 
the  ground  with  every  step.  He  flung  a  half-smoked 
cigarette  from  his  mouth,  moved  self-consciously  to- 
ward his  ball.  While  the  veteran  watched  him,  a  girl 
suddenly  was  walking  beside  the  youth.  The  boy 
would  have  treated  her  arrival  with  nonchalance.  But 
she  was  gripping  his  hand,  smiling  deep  into  his  eyes. 
She  had  a  gay,  confident  smile.  It  was  set  in  between 
two  cheeks  that  glowed  with  everything  but  rouge. 
She  gripped  the  boy's  hand  very  tightly  as  she  strode 
along  beside  him.  The  old  man  could  see  the  lines 
of  the  boy's  body  soften  and  relax,  and  he  felt  terri- 
bly alone  as  he  gripped  his  own  empty  hand  till  the 
veins  stood  out.  The  youngster  was  smiling  back  to 
the  girl  now,  and  it  was  she.  not  he,  who  was  strain- 
ing as  he  drove  his  ball  straight  and  far  out  of  the 
matted  rough. 

On  the  green  again,  the  old  man  could  feel  the 
change  that  had  come  over  the  youngster.  The  boy 
putted,  and  the  match  was  even  as  the  ball  plunked 
into  the  cup. 

•  On  the  last  tee  the  boy  drove  first.  It  was  a  long, 
lazily  hooking  drive  that  looked  as  if  it  would  never 
stop.  The  old  champion  was  suddenly  aware  that 
the  battle  was  beginning  in  earnest.  Well  he  had 
had  a  girl  himself,  once!  His  drive  was  far  down  the 
middle  of  the  course. 


^, 


The  clean  center  leaves  a?'e  the  t7ttlclest  lea> 


